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T he best of times, the worst of times. Dickens’ words seem especially appropriate when looking at today’s
agriculture and gardening. The bad news? More than ever, multinationals have a choke-hold on our food system and
our lives. The good? (And lgood| mean very, very good.) We're making big changes, claiming our independence

by learning, sharingjoing and it feelggreat

Creating change isn’t easy though, and the best effort is in-person effort. If you believe a political candidate truly
represents you, put on your walking shoes and help-lreperson. Start a garden club, join a CSA or a group on
raising chickens. We can also “vote” every-dayith our dollars and our actions. Now is the time to start that veg-
etable garden, build that chicken coop or bee hive, meet your local organic farmer and become a customer. Make
[QWT XQKEG JGCTF QPNKPG D[ EQPVCEVKPI [QWT GNGEVGF QH<EKCNU
world a better place.

As you'll see irGreenwomais third issue, these changes infuse and excite our literature and art. Probably our
most notable offering along these lines is an excerpt from Joel Salatin’s neWwdlkekThis Ain't Normal: A
Farmer’s Advice for Happier Hens, Healthier People, and a Better Wiediks YCU VJG «TUV DQQM + TG
and | knew immediately it would be the most important book | read this yeabriltiant.

5CNCVKP YJQ «TUV ECOG QP VJG PCVKQPCNMQde's WenvhiahasG TCFCT
CNUQ CRRGCTBoedHriit andreeshN Bald read some of Salatin’s work and thought it was exclusively
about farming. Not anymore. His latest book goes to the heart of everything that’s important about American food.
#NN QH ,QGNOU YKUFQO KU FKUVKNNGF KP U Q OG- dpartniedt dnvElléimd P 1 Q P
backyard food producer.

I'm also excited about LaManda Joy’s piece on the history of WWII Victory Gardens. | found Joy last year
YJKNG DNQI UWTePlI CPF CUMGF KH UJGOF UJCTG JGT EQPUKFGTCDNG 1
ing article will teach you lot about an era where people grew their own food and the message is simple: They did it,
SO can we.

Other thrills include art from my dear and talented friend Paul Spielman who illustrated Salatin’s story with
the perfect drawing, and a new artist | discovered on Etsy, Laura Chilson. Chilson created two big last minute
projects for this issue, illustrations fislr. Stripey (A TragedyandThe Gardener’s Dirty MindOnly after we
began corresponding did | learn that she is also an avid gardener (turning over the soil in her brand new vegetable/
herb patch this May in her rented home) and that she also works as a landscaper.

There are many more highlights: Elisabeth Kinsey’s piece on dirt, Dan Murphy’s nature wisdom, Simone
/ICTVGNOU VGTTKeE Q#NOQUY 6QQ *CRR[ R CPF UQOG COC\KPI RQGVT]
my fondness and gratitude for the authors and artists who have made this issue possible is immense.

Here’s a summertime toast to us all. To enjoying a fertile, rambunctious, thoughtful, and abundant growing and
harvest seaserboth in and out of the garden.

Sandra Knauf
Editor and Publisher

June, 2012 Zora Knauf,

Editorial Assistant
Extraordinaire
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Contributors

/IKEJCGN # BEioredave appearediuphony Pif Magazinglconoclast Thumbnai)

EFiction, and other publications. He lives near Ann Arbor, Michigan. He had no picture available

and so described himself thus: “I have lovely appendages and there is a certain amount of hair. My
head has been described as ‘Leonine’ by someone | suspect has never seen a lion. The wife likes to
imitate my duck-footed walk when she’s peeved at me, though my craggy Italian nose is beyond

her talents. | have the pores of a god.”

Born in Rochester, NY, CW T C % gtaduiat€d vith her BFA from SUNY Purchase School of
Art+Design in 2008. She currently resides in Ithaca, NY. Specializing in pencil portraits and oil
paintings, she can be reached through her website, http://www.LauraChilson.com.

%JGTK % @ aWri#ETdlitor, and gardener who lives, works, and raises human beings in
Colorado Springs, Colorado. Her “likes” include hiking, the sound of her children’s voices, and
long days digging in the dirt. Her “dislikes” include dieting, deadlines, and quitting bad habits.

%JG T[N %iQdandsEaPe gardener, writer, and educator lucky enough to have followed her
DNKUU ;QW ECP UGG OQTG QH JGT YQTM <PF EQPVCEV KPHQT
greenwaygardening.com.

.C/CPFC is@r award winning Master Gardener, author of the popular urban gardening blog
Q6JG ;CTFGP R C 5SWCTG (QQV )CTFGPKPI® %GTVKeGF +PUVTW
Garden Project, a community and edible garden education program in Chicago, lllinois. She is a
board member of the American Community Gardening Association, member of The Culinary His-
torians of Chicago and a national speaker on Victory Gardens, and other edible garden topics. Her
lecture at the Library of Congress can be seen at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fXeLqgmsPf6U

2CV -G PiB&fiedldnce writer, poet and gardener who lives and works in Colorado Springs,
Colorado. Most recently her work has appearebhiea Denver PosHaibun TodayArticusand
Messages from the Hidden Lake

"N KUCD GV eacKd? Wn@ipg online, lives in Denver, pines away for Half Moon Bay and pub-
lishes inThe Denver Posind various journals. Her hands are imminently dirty. She may or may
not be related to the late Dr. Alfred Kinsey.
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Contributors

-CVJT[P -WiNeaGthor of the story collecti®easant DruggMid-List Press) and has
published work recently iMonkeybicycleNorthville ReviewMetazerandFoundling Review
She is the editor dflewport Reviewa literary e-zine. She lives in New England and is apt to

rescue cats.

,CP CG .i&abtolred pencil, charcoal and pastel artist specializing in nature and animals.
She has shown in several galleries around North Carolina and is an active member of local
and national art guilds. Her work can be found in private art collections throughout the US and

abroad.

5KO QPG /ftfievaGtihor of ThExpectant GardeneiHer stories have appeared in many
publications includingsreenprints Magnolia (with an excerpt on the podc&3he World Cafg

andFantastique UnfetteredPushcart nominated). She lives and gardens in Berkeley, CA,
where she supports herself editing cookbooks and self-help books.

)C[NC /KbbsNnlRichmond, where she teaches writing at Randolph-Macon College. She has
RWDNKUJGF GUUC[U HGCVWTGU TGXKGYU CPF UJQTV  EVKQP

and related backyard projects in three weeks without lasting injury to her body or relationships.

& CP /W TiRalgeasoned zine writerile JuniperElephant Megsand proponent of the slow
life. His long-time passions include bike riding, skateboarding, punk rock, and gardening. His
YKNFEQYGTU CPI

PGY KPVGTGUVU KPENWFG DQVCP[ GEQNQIJ
and an M.S. in biology (his thesis was on green roof technology research). He works at the Idaho

Botanical Garden in Native Plant Horticulture. http://www.juniperbug.blogspot.com

2CVTKEKC sayq) ‘Qwé @Ry imagined retiring someday as Miss Rumphius and living in a
meadow full of lupine. Until then, my ‘urban farm’ grows in containers on my townhouse patio,

while | wait for the wisteria to bloom.”

WFKVJ JBEHGE@TF VYQ FCWIJVGTU +XG DQQMU QH RQGVT[ CPF F
latter, including six musicals, have been produced.) Her work has been included in the Library

of Congress series and on NPR'’s “All Things Considered.” Her most recent book of poetry,

“Double Crossing,” is poems about Oakland, California where she lives with her husband, Stu-

art. http://www.JudithOffer.com
7
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Rancher/writer6 QO 2TGIBEXGU KP JKU UGNH DWKNV GCTVJ DGTOGF C|
on the Palmer Divide east of Colorado Springs. Something of a Renaissance Man, Tom has wide
ranging interests from astronomy to welding to philosophy. Trained as a computer electronics engi-
neer and now semi-retired, Tom drives a school bus over the backroads of the Colorado prairie and
observes and writes about his little friends on the bus. http://www.tompreble.com/

$TWEG *QNN CQrifes4€ry &hdrtUstories in Eugene, Oregon, or wherever he happens to be

living at the moment. In recent years he has temporarily resided in Budapest, London, and Toronto.
*GOU JQRKPI VQ URGPF VJTGG OQPVJU TGUGCTEJKPI UVQTKGL
MFA program of the Northwest Institute of Literary Arts. http://www.shortshortshort.com.

At age 20,% [ P V J K Gerdigpdikl from Seattle to London, determined to write for a living and to

marry the Anglo-Italian boy she’d met at a bus-stop during a University exchange program. They
spent many happy summers in Tuscany, and Cynthia loved apprenticing in her husband’s aunt’s
kitchen. Her daughter has followed in those footsteps, and learned last summer how to make home-
OCFG TCXKQNK #WPV[ /ICDW KPURKTGF %[PVJKCOU ICTFGP JG
http://www.simplyhugyourself.com

&$ 4 W sk environmental education consultant, elementary school teacher, and the Education
Coordinator at Venetucci Farm, an 190-acre historic farm in Colorado Springs, Colorado. He offers
programs through Colorado Critter Encounters, which includes hands-on programs for kids on nature
and conservation, and a class for those who tend the soil, The Good, the Bad and the Beautiful: Bugs
101 for Gardeners. http://www.cocritterencounters.com

0 C FK P G(tbi€is§hie’s cover artist) is a papier collé and oil artist. Encouraging a renewed appre-
ciation for master illustrators of the past, Nadine infuses the past with the present. She integrates 18th
and 19th century illustrations and imagery with contemporary decorative components and oil pastels.
Collage never looked so good. http://www.nadinesage.com

,QGN b5 &M thivdkgBneration family farmer working his land in Virginia's Shenadoah Valley

with his mother, Lucille, wife, Teresa, daughter, Rachel, son, Daniel, daughter-in-law, Sheri, grand-
sons, Travis and Andrew, and granddaughter, Lauryn, along with a cadre of employees, subcontrac-
tors, apprentices, and interns. Their Polyface Farm, a beyond organic grass-fed farm, services more

VICP HCOKNKGU VGP TGVCKN QWVNGVU CPF sHV[ TGUVC)
buying clubs. Joel Salatin writes extensively in magazine suStbakman Grass Farmeaind
Acres USA

/ICTKCP -CRNW,Rob-iiid? Kan@r Poet Laureate of Massachusetts, is the author of a
professional book, many journal articles, over 200 published poems, and three books of poetry. She
practices as a psychologist in Lexington, Massachusetts.
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Contributors

2CWN 5R Ba@gshei€&long-time coffee-house sketcher, doodler, Arch-Top electric guitar
player, and genuine Art-School graduate (who was lucky enough to study under Ron Lucas); but
mostly he is a puzzled people watcher. He makes his home in Colorado Springs, Colorado with his
YKHG 5TK YJQ KU CP CTVKUV CPF €QTKUV

.CTT[ 5V ddxizHKoardler and director of Pikes Peak Urban Gardens, a botanist, and a retired
science teacher. He has over 40 years experience as a biodynamic and organic gardener.

4JQPFC 8CRWRGNWWTPCNKUO XGVGTCP OQUV TGEGPVN[ YTKVKP
the Colorado Springs Independeiihonda tries to do something creative every day, and she enjoys
celebrating nature through her photography and quilts.

8KUKYV JGT YGDUKVG CV JVVR TIQPFCUIJQWUGQHETGCVKXKV][ U.

%CTQN[P 9KNNKméns haeg BgpPatedSpoon River Poetry Revighiterary Mama

and elsewhere. Her poem “Mistakes” received a 2009 Pushcart Prize nominati@eéorsand in

2010 E. Ethelbert Miller and Kristin Naca selected her work for a Loft Mentor Award. She lives and
gardens in Minneapolis with her husband and two daughters, and misses the Oregon coast, where she
YCU «TUV GPVTCPEGF D[ DNCEMDGTTKGU

, QG 9KT\asghstGhe “The Victory Garden of Tomorrow” poster campaign. He is a lifetime
student of history and communication arts. Originally from Dayton, Ohio, he now lives, bikes, and
eats in Portland, Oregon.
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A Life Unplugged

I YCPVGF VQ «PF C YC[ VQ UJGF UQa e shitgyed 6ff SoRAN\G After all, we are the creators,
brought on by modern life. The stresses of academia and thibe visionaries. We are the engineers. These constructs,
fears about what would come next were really wearing on méhether bogus theories or tangible creations (and their poi-
+ YCU *NNGF YKVJ YQTT[ CPF DWTF G&Gus abd reésoeerdepleing BftenbtisN Ky thesresul of
adulthood. | was having way too many unhealthy and uncormur species. Even if we personally did not have a direct hand
structive thoughts; it was getting kind of scary to tell you then creating them, the memes from which they emerged are the
VTWVJ + FKFPOV YCPV O[ U[PCRUG bad<pf olirGuuiaCosnditfing, Quigl vieehéve lbeen bathing
tently for fear that they would form habitual states of mind, in them since birth. We were born into this, even if we say to
resulting in my becoming perpetually paranoid and pessimisurselves that we never would have chosen this. We all have
tic. | wanted to feel free again. Young. Carefree. Innocent. to deal with the consequences of every collective choice our
But my body was breaking down, and | couldn’t continue  species has ever made throughout the entire duration of its

to deny my age or experience existence. And now, wethe
any longer. Nothing is simple current generatiorsmust se-
anymore. Nothing is easy. There lect and manage the world our
had to be a way to get through progeny will inherit and the ex-
this without going completely istence that they will face. Do
berserk and off my rocker. Would we fully understand the weight
+ «PF KV! of this responsibility? Are we
Have you ever unplugged doing all we can to make im-
yourself and walked out into the provements and innovations for
woods, shirking all responsibility our offspring in order to make
and disarming yourself of modern their lives more pleasurable and
day technology and 21st century sustainable? Are we debunking
conveniences? Has it ever been materialism and our persis-
just you and the trees? Pull the tent over-consumption? Are
earphones out of your ears. Turn we leaving the youth with a
off the cell phone. Get far enough healthy and properly function-
away that you can no longer hear ing planet and the know-how

VJG TQCT QH RCUUKPI ECTU CPF VJiG ké&ewit thawhyR Gria@ W&/ IgaicgrthanTdodindd? WiV O U
just you. You and the sky. You and the birds. You and thefiuture generations look back on this era and be ashamed or
chens. Find a rotting log to rest upon. Sit there for a minutepsoud? Will we evolve for the better . . . or for the worse?

two. Take some deep breaths. Forget about time. Forget about wanted to get away for a minute or two. | wanted to
responsibility. Forget about deadlines and the never-endingtd? F C NKVVNG RGCEG COQPI YJCV + RGTI
do list. Right now it's just you and the insects. You and thevasn't necessarily seeking answers, but | may have found

understory herbaceous community. You and nature. some. That's what happens when you reconnect with nature.
. That's the result of spending time with your better half. We
Are we debunkmg evolved from the same stuff that exists all around us: the stuff
materiansm and of plants and insects and mammals and trees. We are nature
. formed from star stuff. So can we learn to live like other crea-
our persistent over- VWTGU CPF ETGCVG PQ YCUVG! %CP YG -
. i i icitv? i
consumptlon? with greater simplicity? It seems like the answers must be out

there, if only more of us were smart enough and brave enough

CPF KPVWKVKXG GPQWIJ VQ I1Q QWV CPF
Considering that many of the things we see around us, badkwvn. Listen. With patience and our trademark (and innately

structurally and socially, are just constructs of mankind, ybwman) innovation, the answers will surely come. We just

might think that it would be easy to just rise above it all oreed a little perspectiveperspective that, thankfully enough,

switch it all off. It's just a facade, afteralC IO GPV Q@hy QaWr€ can providsk

imaginations, a silly mark of our engineering and electiecneer

ing prowess. Yet, there is a strong sense of permanence in our

various and sundry constructions, and unfortunately they can

10 Summer/Fall 2012 greenwomanmagazine.com



Blackberry Bramble

by Carolyn Williams-Noren

I've waited all year for this. Come
here. Come and take this. Set the pail
down. Now—over here. See? So
ready for you. One more

step in. See these? Oh—

Do that again. Show me

your lips again, and that

tongue. And give me your

wrist. Inside, you are so much

like me. Look at that ripeness
weeping out! Don’t mind that. Here—
another one, so swollen

it will explode the moment

it feels your soft mouth, that mouth
like the clouds I've been arching

for all summer. All | want

is for us to be inside each other. Stay
and let me line your skin.

Stay and take me in. Cram

yourself full and | will ride

all day in the whorls

of your thumbprints, and in one

seed of moss and tea between

your teeth, and | will ease

my way beneath your sandal strap
and taste another morsel

of your salty jam

with every step.

Did you really think the pleasure
was only yours?

Don’t you know

the purple rounds

RI'\RXU ¢QJHUWLSYV
burn in my mind

all night while | toss

and turn in the foxglove,

trying to rest?

Collage by Angus Skillet
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he has forgiven me. November’s rain seemed a proper backdrop for apology as day by day the garden sank into

sodden unfamiliarity. With the now-wooden asparagus cut off at the knees and the last of the lettuce frost-bit, it was
no longer our green-tangled corner of contention. Oak leaves shrouded the vegetable beds in brown until, looking out from the
OLYLQJ URRP ZLQGRZ LW ZDV GLI¢FXOW WR PDNH RXW WKDW D JDUGHQ OLYF
pletely believe in them, that everything had been my fault. My wife’s loving embrace could not entirely erase my suspicions
though, and now, as December shadows lengthen, there’s plenty of time to look forward to next year.

‘H ZHUH VR KDSS\ JDUGHQLQJ VLGH E\ VLGH WKRVH UVW EXWWHUVFRWFK
from the vegetable beds, smoothing the soil, and smiling at partially disrobed earthworms undulating a brazen strip-tease, so ap-
propriate to the season of rebirth. | watched Shelley watching them, grateful for her, the memory of cold already slipping away.

The thought of the garden coming between us was not for those days of promise, when every green shoot was our shared
triumph. We planted summer’s bounty in beds guarded by waving rows of daffodil sentries. Lettuce and broccoli under the trees
ZKHUH WKH VXQ ZDV QRW VR ¢(HUFH WKI—I,alli%bQ@\gRHv.mDﬁi SHSSHUV OHIW IXO
SRVHG UHDG\ WR FRQWHVW PLG VXPPHUl KH oviki hlGerWBé‘HU\JORz
on our backs, we laughed at the sweet irony of being too warm after.
months of wishing for just that. a Strug_gle before .

Some seeds root only in winter’s depths though, in the long, idle | gave INn to temptaﬂon .
evenings of too many magazines and movies. | remember the momen
ODVW ZLQWHU2VQRZ EORZLQJ SDVW WKH ZLQGRZV XQGHU IDLOLQJ OLJKW 6K
a catalog. My hands immediately began shaking until | had to take a breath and wait for them to settle. It felt as though in my
¢IWNV\HDU ROG PLGGOH DJHG OLIH , KDG QHYHU UHDOO\ OLYHG EXW QRZ PL

35XGH KHDOWK”™ zZzDV P\ ¢ UVW DZNZDUG DWWHPSW DW GHVFULELQJ OU 6WL
WKDW (W SHUIHFWO\ 6R XQDSRORJHWLFDOO\ EHDXWLIXO \HW ZLWK D ¢UP P/
the camera, he nevertheless appeared unconscious of its caress, the lovely bending of light around him. His smooth-skinned in-
nocence inspired desires that | hadn't felt in years.

I'd like to think there was a struggle before | gave in to temptation. Certainly there were thoughts of other tomatoes we’'d
WULHG LQ WKH SDVW DOO WKH WHPSWLQJ YDULHWLHY WKDW QHYHU TXLWH I
sidered these issues for a time before obsession swept all reason away. Some interval when | wavered in a space between the
thinking and the doing. Probably that hesitation was never real until now, as laughable self-deception. | had seen the photo, and
| could not have pretended indifference.

That my wife should be consulted was, | felt, a necessary, if daunting reality. Shelley reserved her most cutting disdain for
the multi-colored, new-fangled varieties. She was strictly meat-and-potatoes regarding tomatoes, but maybe if she gazed upon
Mr. Stripey’s most noble form, read the seed catalogs glowing testimonials, it might be done.

30U 6WULSHN LV RXU GHVWLQ\ "~ , EHJDQ RQ D FROG )HEUXDU\ HYHQLQJ

3<RXUV PD\EH ~

6KH EDUHO\ JODQFHG DW WKH SKRWR EHIRUH KDQGLQJ LW EDFN ZLWK WK
arguing.

1R UHDOO\ :HYfUH ERWK PRGHUQ H[SHULHQFHG SHRSOH :H FDQ FKRRVH

3'LVIXVWLQJ ’

, KHOG WKH SKRWR XS 3:K\ LV LW GLVIJXVWLQJ" &DQ \RX ORRN DW WKLV D

6KH WXUQHG KHU IDFH DzZD\ 3<RX NQRZ , FDQYW VWDQG VWULSHG YDULHW

So far everything adhered to the plan. My wife had behaved predictably—I could have guessed everything she’'d said. | put
that picture away and brought out another.

7KH VHFRQG SKRWR VKRZHG OU 6WULSH\ FXW RSHQ WR GLVSOD\ WKH GHC
not be able to resist.

38JK *HW LW DZD\ IURP PH ~

3,VQITwW WKDW D JUHDW WRPDWR"’

31R 7

A struggle was to be expected. This was something beyond anything I'd ever asked of her. Still, | was surprised at the force
behind her rejection.

3:K\ GRQTW \RX OLNH LW"’
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“The way it looks . . . the name . . . | hate that name, Mr. Stripey. It sounds too much like rough trade . . . like a street hustlel
3% XW \RX OLNH %LJ %YHHI =~ , UHPLQGHG KHU
3%LJ %HHITY EHHQ DURXQG IRUHYHU ~
“And Lemon Boy. Talk about rough trade, I've seen you eat a whole plate of Lemon Boy. And Early Girl; you can'’t get
HOQRXJK RI WKDW RQH 2U ZRXOG \RX OLNH WR WDON DERXW ODVW \HDUTYV IL
+HU VPLOH FDPH EDFN 3 ,MP QRW JRLQJ WR DUJXH ZLWK \RX :HfUH QRW
3% HHIPDVWHU (DUO\ DQG 2IWHQ °
3<RX FDQ VLW KHUH DQG IDQWDVL]H ~ 6KH UHPDUNHG RQ WKH ZD\ RXW RI
35LSH DQG /XVFLRXV ’
3<RX PDGH WKDW RQH XS -
| had.
| kept trying throughout March and April, hoping she just needed a little more space to consider it. Each new attempt
brought only a stronger denial and, with warm spring weather beckoning, | decided it wasn’t worth pursuing Mr. Stripey any
longer. | still had the photo. That would have to be enough.
It was after the broccoli was planted that my thoughts changed. We were walking along, discussing the new spot for the

I’d heard a gloating tone in her voice, as though each name,
Dark Prince, Early and Often, Big Beef, was really meant as
Plenty Of Space For The Ones | like, But None For Mr. Stripey.
Never, Ever, for Mr. Stripey!

SHSSHUV DQG UHPLQGLQJ HDFK RWKHU WR NHHS WKH VTXDVK DZD\ IURP Wtk
Beefmaster here, Lemon Boy over there, with a few remarks thrown in about how much more space they had now that the
peppers would no longer crowd them—when everything I'd tried to forget came back. How could she be so callous? I'd heard
a gloating tone in her voice, as though each name, Dark Prince, Early and Often, Big Beef, was really meant as Plenty Of Spa
For The Ones | like, But None For Mr. Stripey. Never, Ever, For Mr. Stripey! She gave me that little victorius smile when |
frowned, my loving wife, before moving on to radishes.

, GLGQIW GHVHUYH LW ,WfV RQH WKLQJ WR ZLQ EXW TXLWH VRPHWKLQJ
harmony, and my forbearance had been interpreted as weakness, an imprint of complete subjugation. She continued on, pro-
QRXQFLQJ FRQ;GHQWO\N DERXW WKLY DQG WKDW XQDZDUH WKDW D SRRU VF
VHUI , OLVWHQHG WR P\ TXHHQ SUDWWOLQJ DERXW H[WUD FRPSRVW IRU KH
better treatment than | did was, | knew, but a foreshadowing. Today’s humiliation was nothing compared to what might happen
if the cruel hand of despotism was allowed its full freedom. It was time a serf rose up and . . . grew a pair.

Plenty of space now that the peppers had their own plot . . . and one tomato looks much like another until it ripens. Mr.
Stripey could be slipped in among Big Beef, or any of the others. She wouldn’t be able to tell them apart. | pictured my wife
pulling weeds right next to Mr. Stripey, never suspecting she was helping him grow strong. I'd be the one smiling then. Yes,
let her suppose she reigned supreme until July’s shimmering heat brought invading hordes of Mr. Stripey down upon the royal
salad, sweeping all before them.

* % %

It turned cold overnight. | woke sometime before dawn under the faint translucence of snow through the sheer curtains. The

garden was covered by the time we got up and | wish the memory of it was gone as well. My chief complaint with winter is the
DPRXQW RI WLPH DYDLODEOH IRU UHAHFWLRQ WKH ORQJ HYHQLQJV ,f00 KI

She has forgiven me, yes, though it hasn't completely taken away the sting of defeat. There is suspicion, no . . . not suspicic
. . . certainty, though | haven’t any proof. | put Mr. Stripey’s picture up on the refrigerator as a hint that I'm wise to her. It might
have been a mistake, because now | have to see my innocent wife smiling whenever she opens the door. Otherwise, my darlin
has been magnanimous in victory, refusing to sully herself with recrimination after my apology. It only makes it worse.

| had come home from a business trip that last week of June. We went for an evening stroll around the garden to enjoy the
lush greenery of success. | remember the broccoli was doing great, with large, well-formed heads. | was looking forward to it
after several days of hotel food, also the carrots and peas that were just about ready for picking. There were lots of half-sized
peppers that promised an abundant harvest. The tomatoes seemed to be thriving...
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S:KDWTTV WKDW ’
3+PP"" ZHQW P\ GDUOLQJ
| stepped between the vines to stare at a hole in the middle of the tomato bed. | had to get down on hands and knees for a
closer inspection because | couldn’t believe it. There wasn’t so much as a root left. Plainly, any of the usual garden pests would
have eaten the fruit and left the vine, but Mr Stripey had been eradicated entirely.
3,V VRPHWKLQJ ZURQJ GHDU"’

| wanted to scream, to accuse with
thunderous voice.

Oh, how she must have enjoyed that. | couldn’t answer because, scuttling crab-like back and forth over the ground in a frantic
search for evidence, | was temporarily beyond speech. She might have dropped something, an incriminating work glove, or left
a footprint. The faintest impression of her petite size sevens would have been enough! Pushing aside the draining sense of futil-
ity stealing over me, | leapt up to check the compost bin—a pathetic last hope. If she had been so foolish as to dump the bodies
.. . but she had not been foolish.
36RPH RI RXU WRPDWRHVY DUH JRQH ~
It was hard, very hard, to get that out with a level voice. | wanted to scream, to accuse with thunderous voice.
32K ZKDW D VKDPH ~ VKH VDLG LQ D WRQH ZKLFK DSSURDFKHG GLVDSSRLQWPHQW
UDEELWYV DJDLQ ~
5DEELWY ODUULHG WZHQW\ \HDUV DQG VKH ZDV DFWXDOO\ SURSRVLQJ UDEELWYV
looked at me with guileless eyes and tossed that off without effort. | felt like | needed to sit down. What was | to answer?
3, GRQYW WKLQN LW ZDV UDEELWY =~ 7KLV ZDV SRLQWOHVV EXW VRPH UHVLVWDQFH KL
had left demanded it.
3:HOO PD\EH LW ZDV =DFN ~ VKH RIIHUHG
The neighbor’s creepy teenager—how clever. It was even faintly possible.
3=DFN <HDK ~
3,700 KDYH D ZRUG ZLWK -DGD :H FDQYfW KDYH KLP SXOOLQJ XS RXU YHJJLHV ~
S5LIKW ~
My eyes swept over the bare spot. | was puzzling over how she’d known Mr. Stripey was planted there among the others.
Maybe it was just that I'd grown too predictable, but in that scary moment it seemed like my wife knew my thoughts as soon as
| did.
36WUDQJH ~ , PXVHG ORRNLQJ GHHS LQWR KHU H\HV 3KH ZHQW IRU WKH RQHV LQ
My darling’s gaze was as untroubled as her reply. “I see that. I'm feeling very irritated with Zack right now. Just wait ‘til | see
KLV PRWKHU ~
And then she broke me:
3'R \RX UHPHPEHU ZKLFK YDULHW\ \RX SODQWHG WKHUH"’
, OLNH WKH zZzD\ WKDW LQ KLVWRU\ ERRNV JHQHUDOV DUH VDLG WR KDYH UHWLUH
It's a pleasant thought. The books do not describe them galloping away in terrible panic, or tearfully imploring their god to save
WKHP 1R WKH\ VLPSO\ URGH EDFN WR KHDGTXDUWHUY DW D PHDVXUHG SDFH PD\EH
withdrew with dignity to wherever defeated generals retire. Not too bad a fate, but what I'm most interested in, and the books
do not reveal, was their state of mind. Were they already planning their next battle?
I went for a walk through the fresh snow this morning. Past the garden, down the little slope that bottoms out on a raspberry
bramble. Naked winter stems allowed me to see beyond what is in summer an impenetrably thorny thicket. There’s a clearing in
the midst of the bramble that is not even hinted at during the growing season. It's just the right size.
There will be no talk of sharing, next spring. After the soil warms, and the clearing is once again occluded by sharp green,
Mr. Stripey will rise. In secret glade shall he grow strong, warded from the dread implements of royal disdain. Under mid-
summer sky will obsession be rewarded, sweeter for the waiting. Mr. Stripey is my destiny. | can alreads aste it.
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Green Thumb
by Marian Kaplun Shapiro

You tried to teach me when

| was 33. You

YGTG «XG ,WUV UVKEM KV DCEM
in the dirt, you said, handing

me the prickly arm of

the one-inch cactus it

had broken off from. Kindly,

| explained about living

things: Birds. Animals.

People. Arms and blood vessels.
Plants, with their capillary
systems | was none too sure

of. Except for roots.

| knew about roots.

Just try, you insisted.

| did. We did.

It did. Many many

cacti later, they did.

Arm into dirt, arm

into dirt.

What made her so certain?
When we talk about it, |

at 68, she at 40,

mother of three, she still
hasn't got the slightest clue.
Nor do |. How roots

grow. How what seems dead
may come alive again. How
children know.
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Oak and Ivy

by Cynthia Rosi

9JGP VJG KX[ UGGF «TUV RNCPVGF
in the warmth of spring’s darkness
it whispered to the tree: “Let me.
I will nestle. | will entwine.
| will cradle you.”
The curious tree
checked frequently
its roots’ companion.
Will it tickle like insects?
Bring news like birds?
Aggravate like mold?
In a storm, the oak shuddered
at lightning’s whine
at the branches crack.
Ivy danced up the trunk.
Oak waved
his leaves with ivy leaves
in concert, conducted
by wind.
In autumn when the trees
sang pink and gold
CPF €COG
Ivy was companion yellow
or contrasting orange.
Together, they were a complementary pair.
“I will be with you until you die,” Ivy
whispered, as her trunk thickened
CPF UJG ITKRRGF 1CM YKVJ JCKT[ PIGTU
that coursed over Oak’s bark like
new veins.
Is it a choice, breathing
or companionship? Merry Ivy so thick
Oak’s forgotten his own leaves. The birds’
chatter no longer clear,
the itch of insects
insisting, deep, and rotten.
Where does Ivy stop and | begin? Oak
wondered as his thoughts dimmed.
Oak and Ivy, forever
together.
lvy and Oak.

Ivy.
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by Gayla Mills

I PDJLQH D EDFN \DUG I1XOO RI EOXHEHUU\ EXVKHVY SOXP WUHHYV
curving brick walkway that carries you along a path half hidden from view. You arrive at a bench under a ma-
ture crepe myrtle, and you sit in its shade with book in hand, pink blossoms at your feet and the scent of jas-
mine in the air.

That's what | imagined after we’'d settled into our new home, as | looked out over the barren back yard with
the few remnants of weeds and scrub bushes that our dogs hadn’t yet destroyed. Undaunted, | decided to bring
my dreams to life, beginning with the walkway.

In the process, | learned everything there is to know about building such a path. If you come on the journey
with me step by step, you, too, can create a garden wonder. Simply begin as follows:
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1. Have an argument with your spouse about the placement of the walkway. You want one with some gentle
curves that can be accented with plantings. He wants a direct path that will get him straight to his shed. He
agrees to your plan if you're willing to do the work. This seems like a good idea at the time.

2. Go to the masonry store to choose from among dozens of brick pavers. Bring a sample brick from your
SDWLR VR \RX FDQ FRQ¢UP WKDW QRWKLQJ LQ WKH VWRUHURRP 2z

3. Lay down newspaper in the shape and direction you want the walk to take,

then use whatever leftover spray paint you have in the basement to mark tiehis |S called
grass edges, imagining this to be Martha Stewart style. Now you know wher

to dig. Note that the neighbors are looking from their second story windowssfpnework,
your newspaper walk trimmed with silver and blue paint and concluding th@nd usually

it's time to move.

you pay
6WDUW GLJJLQJ ZLWK D VSDGH 5HDOL]H IHHW WKD!'
0 go, L?jé‘Hb‘Pg Witk

experience
5. Look at the piles you've created after removing the grass, the middle laﬁhd tools to
of topsoil, and the bottom layer of clay. Conclude that these piles will soon
into mountains if you don’t develop a strategy. do this type

6. Ask Husband for advice. He helpfully suggests making several much- of thmg-
needed garden beds with the half-hidden rock from around the yard. He notes
that all you'll need to do is move the topsoil after assembling the rocks. He returns to his sandwich.

7. Spend several hours excavating stones with a rock bar and moving them across the yard. These will need
be individually selected and chiseled so that they interlock, creating a stable foot-high border that can hold the
soil in place. This is called stonework, and usually you pay people with experience and tools to do this type of
thing. This is why normal people go to Lowe’s and buy premade stacking borders.

7DNH WLPH WR DGPLUH ZKDW \RX KDYH DFFRPSOLVKHG VR IDU
eral large mounds of discarded grass and clay litter the yard. The dogs have been practicing their digging skill:
by expanding the holes where the rocks once rested peacefully. You now have the beginnings of a garden bec
large enough for two tomato plants and some basil.

9. Watch the truck arrive prematurely to deliver the brick and sand. It takes a special forklift to move the
heavy loads to your front lawn, where they are crushing the only grass you have left. The sun is at high noon i
late July, too hot to work. Time for a nap.

2EVHUYH WKDW LWV GD\ WKUHH DQG WKH ¢UVW JDUGHQ@ EHG |
way, sorting the material as you dig into new piles: topsoil for the beds, grass clumps for the compost, clay for
the holes, and silver painted scrub for the trash. You've made excellent progress. Don't look at the untouched
sand and massive brick cube on your way to the car.

11. On day four you should continue throwing the soggy tennis ball to your OCD dog every ten seconds while
you work, because otherwise she’ll lay a guilt trip on you. Try to ignore the other dog, who's been napping on
top of your piles, then tracking the soil back into the house through the dog door when the mood strikes. Stop
thinking about the moral aspects of euthanizing animals in their prime.
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5HFDOO WKDW LWYV 6DWXUGD\ WKH GD\ RI WKH )DUPHUTTV ODUN
would be nice to have something to put in those new garden beds. Spend some time shopping for plants insteac
of digging.

6SHFXODWH WKDW WKHVH SODQWYV ZLOO QHHG VRPHWKLQJ EHW
ging shovel and get some of that lovely compost you've been nursing since last fall. Coax it through the bot-
tom door of the composting barrel. As sweat drips into your new wheelbarrow, don’t think about returning to
the air conditioned house.

$IWHU SODQWLQJ ZDWHULQJ DQG DGPLULQJ WKH ¢UVW QHZ EH
DFFRPSOLVKHYV QRWKLQJ EXW LV HDV\ WR GR 1RWLFH WKDW \RXU |

15. Observe that you've spent two more days of heavy digging, and you're almost done removing-the soil
only eight feet left. Don’t think about th@antar fasciitisirritated by the spade work that is causing constant
pain to the bottom of your right foot. It will go away if you stop standing or walking for a few weeks.

16. Shovel sand into the wheelbarrow, then after you've dumped a couple don’t think
loads onto the pathway, screed it with a scrap 2-by-4. Curse the dog as he %Out the
down in your carefully leveled sand. And then does it again. L
plantar fasciitis
*HW D FRXSOH GR]JHQ EULFNV IURP WKH Iqﬁigi\ﬁéd%y%eIURP WKH
dred) and begin laying the herringbone pattern that will curve from the house to
the shed. After discovering that your tile saw won't cut this brick, realize thaﬁpade work that
you’ll need to rent a paver saw to make all those angled cuts on the edges.i@e@ausing con-
on the Internet to check prices. This is a good time to play some Spider Solﬁié%t pain to the

18. Curse the day you chose a lovely herringbone with a curve rather than B@ttom of your
straight walk with an easy running pattern and no cuts that your husband right foot.
suggested.

&RXQW XS DOO WKH FDORULHV \RX EXUQHG WKLV ZHHN MXVW |
wonder what the neighbors are thinking about the four hundred and eighty-eight bricks and one ton pile of sand
still on the front lawn.

20. Now go take a nagg

Notice:

Greenwoman Magazine is compostable!

Share it with all your friends, then remove th

cover and add this newsprint magazine to yqur
compost pile.

11%

Great food for the braiand great garden food!
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Cows With Names Make 3.4 Percent More Milk
by Bruce Holland Rogers

Art by Janae Lehto

WJGP $TGPFC YCU UVKNN C VGGPCIGT UJG NKMGF VQ SWQVG VJQUG -
wasn'’t really the names that made for better production, but visitors would still chuckle appreciatively when Brenda
reeled them off. “That’'s Mandy Pie with the black circle around her eye, and the one next to her is Foxy for her
favorite forage. She’ll walk through an acre of alfalfa to get to meadow foxtail. Over by the fence is Honey Lemon.
You never know which mood you're going to get from her, the sweet or the sour.” Brenda could go on to name any
cow within sight. She did her share of work with them every day, after all.

In college she was a dairy science major, even though her father had told her, “Sweet Pie, you'd just be
taking over my debts.” She had plans for improving the farm. She could supply restaurants with butter and fresh
cheeses unlike anything they could get elsewhere. The farm might need a new name.

6JG «TUV DQ[U $TGPFC OGV CV UEJQQN FKFPOV KORTGUU JGT .KN\
with guys at parties, but nothing ever came of a night of making out. If she saw those guys again at all, they often
didn’t remember her name. One morning, Brenda’s roommate was happy because the boy she’d had sex with the
night before had asked for her phone number. Brenda said, “Do you even hear what you'’re saying?” Right then and
VIGTG $TGPFC YCU *PKUJGF YKVJ JQQMKPI WR 5JG YCUPOV IQKPI VQ

Her senior year, in the second week of the term, she was waiting in the hallway before Introduction to
(KPCPEG Q5Q R UCKF C IW[ YJQ YCU YCKVKPI PGZV VQ JGT Q[QWOTG
she was majoring in dairy science. “Dairy science?” he said. He had blue eyes. Nice eyes, though now his gaze was
€EKVVKPI DCEM CPF HQTVJ DGVYGGP OGGVKPI JGTU CPF NQQMKPI CP[Y.
next thing to say. He settled on repeating, “Dairy science.” Then, “As in cows, huh?” Finally, he held out his hand.
“Colin,” he said. “Colin Downs. Colin Tristan Downs.” He smiled.

It wasn't a bad start, but what sealed the deal, over the course of the semester, dinners out, movies, a picnic,
and eventually a trip home to meet her parents, were the nicknames that he rained down on her in a succession that
promised never to end:

“Ladybug”

“Spark Plug”

“Mama Moo”

“Marmalady”

“Miss Butter”

“Mighty Smacky High Holy Bee-atchy”
“Brenda Pooks”

“Applesauce”

“Sugar Twitch”

“Angel”

“Killer Bee”

“Poptart”

Five years later, they were running Summer Peach Creamery together, and although Colin commuted to a
job in town and had no hand in managing the herd, he certainly knew Cowzilla from Betts$g300p.
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Growing Locally

A Morning in the Garden
by Larry Stebbins

A journal entry from June 9, 2008:

As | sit on a bench near my vegetable garden and drink in the morning air | am reminded why | love to garden.
It is 6:30 in the morning and the dappled morning sun is just starting to peek through my neighbor’s hedge. The
warmth of the sunlight is overcoming the moist dawn air. Dew, nature’s washcloth, has settled on the leaves of my
frilly lettuces and wrinkly spinach. The onions have sprouted and point to the heavens like so many daggers. And
YJQ YQWNF UWURGEV VJCV VIJG VKP[ NKITGGF NGCXGU QH VJG ECTTQ!
+P QPG EQTPGT QH O[ ICTFGP KU O] VQOCVQ RCVEJ 6JG[ CTG LWU\
plant. | know from my botany training that most all plants in the tomato family are all or part poisonous. Many like
deadly nightshade, jimsonweed and tobacco do harm to our bodies. And | can’t forget the hot peppers that burn our
OQWVJU CPF VJTQCVU 6JGKT *XG RQKPVGF €QYGTU FQPOV RQKPV VQY
darkness of the earth, as if to hint at their inner character.
6JGTG CTG OCP[ QVJGT «XG RGVCNGF €QYGTU KP O[ ICTFGP 6JG FC
plum and apple trees all are in bloom. They belong to the rose family. So many delicious fruits come from this lin-
GCIG 6JGKT €QYGTU RQKPV UM[YCTF CPF VQ VJG DGUV QH O[ MPQYNC
what all this means.
Under a nearby Ponderosa pine is a small patch of mushrooms.
They are ominously white. Grown in the damp twilight they seem like
IJQUVN[ KOKVCVKQPU QH VJGKT UWP DQTPG EQWUKPU VJG €QYGTU 6.
these fungi are like over-turned blossoms. Again, like the tomato fam-
ily pointing downward to the depths of the planet below. | marvel at
the interplay of light and darkness and how it seems to be a dance that
only nature understands.
A few honeybees are starting to circle and land on a rather sprawl-
ing patch of oregano in full bloom. They wiggle and prod their way
through what to them must be a jungle of leaves and stems. Finding that nectar rich source they linger and extend
their long proboscis for a drink. | know somewhere, as if by magic, they will transform this sweet syrup into the
ambrosia of honey. How different are the wasps that are landing on the ground to sip from a small puddle of muddy
YCVGT + ECP UGG QPG VJCV KU €[KPI WPFGT O] FGEM VQ WUG VJKU U
there. Under my feet there is a small squadron of black ants. Moving in what seems like a purposeful march to the
hinterlands. They live deep in the soil, under all the activity from above.
1PEG OQTG + UGG VIJG TGNCVKQPUJKR QH VJG JQPG[DGG €QYGT U
zone of the sun and earth then to the ants of the recesses of the soil.
6JG [GNNQY CPF QTCPIG FCKU[ NKMG €QYGTU QH ECNGPFWNC JCXG
RCTVPGTUJKR + NQQM CV VJG €QYGTU CPF UGPUG VJG[ CTG DWVVGTE
CYC[ HTQO VJGKT DQPFCIG VJG] YQWNF DG CU HTGG CU VJG DWVVGTEF
HWVWTG DQWPV[ + ECVEJ C UNKIJV YCHVY QH NCXGPFGT +V KU WPOKU\
CTG WPCDNG VQ FQ #NVJQWIJ VIJG €QYGTU ECPPQV DG NKDGTCVGF HT
wings of the fragrance. Even the delicate petals fade and disappear after time. In their place is a seed, a promise of
what will be.
My friends ask me if | hear God speak to me in the garden. | believe we all can hear Him, but we must listen
with all our sense«$§
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Gates of Perception:

An Interview with Jane Gates

", AQG LW IDVFLQDWLQ
whatever happens in my

life always forms a

stepping stone for

something that crops up in

the future.”

Greenwoman Jane, | have to ask, how does it feel to be a polymath? You hold an advanced degree in art and
design (Rhode Island School of Design) and made a living in Europe as an artist and lyricist. You've worked in the
green industry for 25 years doing everything from running nurseries to designing gardens and were into eco-
conscious designs before it was hip. You've worked in what | think of as “regular” business as well, creating semi-
nars for training programs in the industrial and health care sectors. You're a licensed contractor in California, you
write extensively for several California and national publications, you create your own instructional videos, you de-
sign and sell T-shirts and scarves, you have a new book out and you are doing some gorgeous designs fer seed pse
ets. The last time we talked, you commented that you “do everything but eat, sleep and make money.” (That cracke
me up.) And then you said, to illustrate, that you were getting ready to rebuild some bathroom built-in cabinets!

[[ *TUV SWGUVKQP! *QY FKF VJQUG E CDK P&hYJdoAALTE alRthe Yhings@dd ddK F F K

,CPG )(ha@bs.]6JG ECDKPGVU VWTPGF QWV LWUV PG 0QY +00 YQTMKP
valves—and | hate plumbing!

I have led a colorful life but, bottom line, | suppose | am a genuine “earth mother.” I'm lucky to be gifted with both
artistic and practical skills that | want to use to help people reconnect with the joy of being part of something big-
ger. I've always felt anything we do is just an expression of who we are and I've played with using that expression
through a lot of different job media.

Greenwoman *QY FQGU VIKU GZRTGUUKQP ¢V KP YKVJ [AIMhE GatdnS YV DKI G
Stagé®

, CP G ) CM&abdok, in a way, puts a lot of these pieces together. When | was young | worked in theater (mostly
designing stage sets for school and summer stock theater). | always loved plants and living organically, and betwee
the art, the writing, the music, or working in nurseries | would somehow get the bills paid.
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The book compares putting together a theatrical production with creating a garden: cast your characters (plants like
“water mavens,” “mountaineers,” “tribes of the prairies,” or “beach babes”) for the right roles; build in systems to
support and show off your show (lighting, irrigation/drainage, natural pest control); and design sets (hardscapes:
pathways, structures, water features, recycled materials, etc.) that will help your plant performers bring your script
to life. I love gardening. Most of it is fun. And there are so many excellent tomes on the market on gardening and
landscaping. Most of which are full of brilliant information but aren’t fun at all' | wanted to make learning about
gardening as much fun as doing it.

Greenwoman Can you tell us a little about the process of putting the book together?

,CP G ) dYyubdyear and a half of intensive work (7 days/week, 10 hours/day) into writing this book. Actu-

ally, maybe one quarter of the time went into writing the book. The rest went into learning about writing, format-

ting, editing (painful for someone who talks as much as | do!) and photography. The last was a genuine project for
UQOGQPG YJQ CNYC[U EWV JGCFU QHH O[ RIJIQVQU QH RGQRNG (QTVWHE
DGJGCFKPI + CNUQ WUGF UQ OCP[ QH O[] (CEGDQQM HTKGPFU VQ *NN
wonderful support from my local friends who kept me laughing, proofread, taught me about photography and sup-
plied feedback all along the intensive journey. | worried | would make mistakes and felt insecure that | didn’t know
everything. Then | realized no one knows everything and | will just have to forgive myself if | make those inevitable
mistakes.

Happy performers in a well-staged garden —Gates’ style.
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So there it is; the story @fll the Garden’s a Stagé lived an amazingly frugal life for that yeamo heat, no air-
conditioning, no meals out, no entertainment. Didn’t have time for any of that anyway. Just went out and harvested
YIJCVGXGT OCVWTGF KP O[ XGIGVCDNG ICTFGP TCP YKVJ O[ FQIU VQ |
by myself. | hope someone out there enjoys reading it!

Greenwoman You told me that this book came during a very challenging point in your life.

, CP G ) CWl&tJthe housing recession hit, | was living here in the “fastest growing city in California” [Los
Angeles] so my busy designing business screeched to a halt. My gallery of 18 years folded. | looked in the mirror
and realized | was no longer young and this was the best | would ever look or feel. | watched my mother degenerat
from a beautiful, high-functioning woman into a fearful zombie with Alzheimer’s disease. And | suddenly realized |
YCU €KTVKPI YKVJ FGRTGUUKQP HQT VJG «TUV VKOG KP O[ NKHG 6JW
had to feel productive and useful. So | took all those things of the past and rolled them into a pastry dough to bake
up yet another attempt to remind the world (and myself) that we are all part of a bigger, more awesome presenta-
tionnot just a bunch of detached money-grubbers scratching to be more important than the next guy.

Greenwoman: | read your beautiful post, “Why do Artists Paint?” on your website earlier this year. You start off

by talking about the artist's deep need to express his or herself and the comfort that comes in doing what you're
“made to do,” even in a society that does not appreciate the arts as it should. There’s a wonderful section about yoi
lifelong connection with nature and I'd like to

end with these words:

“I paint because | love doing it and because |

am on a mission. | want to express the joy that

EQOGU QH «NNKPI NKHG YKVJ VIJG CRRTGEKCVKQP QH VJKU
OCIPK*EGPV RNCPGV CPF VJG ITCEGHWN KPVGTFG
pendent dance of life that populates this earth.

I hope that joy will infect others through my

work. All artists have their own personal rea-

sons to paint. | think most of us hope our work

will not only be appreciated, but have some

helpful impact on those who view it. Well, at

least that's why | paint.sg

; QW ECP «PF ,CPG )CVGU QPNKPG NKUVGF WPFGT
Q6JG )CTFGP %QCEJ &KTGEVQT[ R CV JGT ICTFGP

KPI DNQI )CTFGP)CVGU QT JGT CTV YGDUKVG Q,CPG
5EJYCTV\ )CVGU CTVKUV R YJGTG [QW ECP UGG JGT
RCKPVKPIU KNNWUVTCVKQPU ECTVQQPU CPF RGV
RQTVTCKVU

“Feminine Wisdom” by Jane Gates
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This time, my mother says it, as we step outside onto the deck overlooking my garden, but my father
might as well have.

Q6JCV ENKODKPI TQUG KU JCRR[ R 5JG PQFU VQYCTF VJG RG
happy.”

#FOKVVGFN[ C HGY VJQTP[ ECPGU JCXG €WPI VIGOUGNXGU
too happy” in my parents’ language means too much. | feel judged.

Other plants-gone-wild in my garden include the nasturtiums trailing out of my potted lemon tree and
romping across the driveway, and a stand of pink hollyhocks growing higher than the roof and prone to
keeling over in a wind.

My parents’ garden, by contrast, is a picture of monochromatic order and restraint. Black mondo grass
edges gravel paths. Clumps of sculptural succulents punctuate borders of neat ground cover.

It wasn’t always so. | remember, as a child, peering up into the faces of orange and yellow dahlias the
size of my head and galloping past banks of purple bearded iris and gold tiger lilies—memories tinted
with the saturated colors of old home movies.

My parents say their tastes are simpler now. They’ve gotten rid of many plants or replaced them with
less demanding ones. Partly, this editing is a result of age. They no longer grow bearded iris or other
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perennials that need dividing, because my father, the digger-upper, has rebelled. Partly, though, the chang
is aesthetic. My father may refuse to wrestle with clumps of agapanthus, but he’s happy to spend an after-
noon with his electric hedge clippers carving camellias into gumdrops and lollipops.

My garden seems to bother my parents more than it used to, its messiness more apparent to them, its
beauty less so.

As they drive away, | wave goodbye from the front yard where aloe, spider plants, fuchsias, plumbago,
abutilon, ferns, Japanese anemone, and roses jostle each other. A few years ago, my husband built a fence
to contain the abundance. Low and slatted, it's vaguely California craftsman style, to match our house.

On rainy days when | sit reading on the living room sofa, feeling stir-crazy, the slats look like prison bars.
They seem to separate me from the rest of the world, to hold me in.

The fence can't hold my garden in, though. The ferns lean through the bars and the ‘Cecile Brunner’
TQUG TGCEJGU QXGT VJG VQR TCKNKPI VTCKNKPI VIQTP[ «PIGTU
hen-and-chicks that bulge over the sidewalk.

After my parents’ car turns the corner, | walk down the driveway to the Maybe the
backyard again, past the raised vegetable bed I've built to catch the heat ADPER\D QW
TGEGEVGF HTQO VJG EGOGPV FTKXGYC]| CPFg%yfT?Ogt%Y-J HCEKPI
Here, peppers, tomatoes, and cucumbers do as well as they can in the fo
$C[ #TGC 5RTKPIVKOG NGVVWEGU JCXG DQNOGEONRBI€QYGTGF
;rlzt;:-::ts. Woolly pink yarrow has grown out of the cracked cement. | let it garden that

In general, | welcome volunteer plants to pop up where they will. Todaysurrounds our
though, perhaps because of my mother's comment about the rose, the bro A
fennel growing in the strip of earth alongside the driveway and listing into I’KGR XVH UHAHF
my path bothers me. | kick it aside. Then I fetch clippers and cut it down. the family
When | lug the ferny, anise-scented stalks to the compost pile, however, | at lives
discover a fat yellow and black caterpillar clinging to a frond and | regret m U.'
temporary urge to tidy. This lushness supports life. inside of it.

| sit on the wooden stairs leading down from the deck to the lawn. Beside
me, the pink hollyhocks sway to and fro in the breeze.

“Some twine would solve that,” my mother has suggested, but since the stalks are more-or-less vertical,
I've had no desire to lash them together like pirates’ victims about to walk the plank. Besides, | don’t own
twine.

+TTKVCVKQP €CTGU WR KP OG + NKMG VJG JQNN[JQEMU VJG

And why is “happy” my parents’ code for wild?

And what’s wrong with wild?

/ICI[DG VJG €ECODQ[CPV CNOQUV QWV QH EQPVTQN ICTFGP VJC
lives inside of it. Doors have been slammed in there, plastic water bottles (empty) have been thrown,
voices have been raised. We get a little crazy. Appropriate, then, that when my son dyed his hair for Crazy
*CKT &C[ JKU FCF RIQVQITCRJGF JKO QWVUKFG KP HTQPV QH C
of purple.

Crazy Hair Day was in elementary school, though. Lately, the craziness has been less fun, more pain-
ful. My parents would be surprised, possibly shocked, at what goes on in there some nights. | certainly
never called my mother a bitch—but then she never unplugged the modem and disconnected me from my
video game at bedtime. Life before computers was easier on parents, | suspect.

Beside me, the hollyhocks careen in the rising wind. Maybe | should buy that twine. Maybe my garden,
my life, could use more discipline and order.
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This is being middle aged: pissing off my son, pissed at my parents. | feel old and immature, at once.
I’m a mom, weighing my words because the most innocent comment is sure to offend, and I'm a daughtet
rolling my eyes behind my parents’ backs.

Physically, too, I'm neither young nor old. Or perhaps I'm both, depending on which parts of me |
focus on. Mostly I'm good at ignoring the wrinkly bits, just as | hardly notice that the hollyhocks’ leathery
leaves that rustle near my shoulder are speckled with rust and riddled with tiny insect holes. Why worry
CDQWYV VJCV YJGP QXGTJGCF RKPM €QYGTU CTG RCUVGF CICK
nese print?

Soon enough, I'll be old. Maybe then I'll chop down these hollyhocks, or their descendants, annoyed
by their constant movement, irritated by their imperfections. For now, I'll choose to focus on their beauty.
(QT LWUV C NKVVNG NQPIGT +ONN TCKUG O[ EJKP HQNNQY VJG
ing but those pink disks glowing against a cloudless gk:y.
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Joe Wirtheim
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Learning from the past to create a brighter futare debilitating impact on the city’s well being. Thankfully

what could be smarter? It's something we're hookedintoVJQUG DTCXG RNCPPGTU KP YGTG

now more than ever: rebuilding community, growing and effort to win the war.

cooking our own wholesome food (or buying it localy) Before | get too carried away with Victory Gardens

activities and values that harken to our not-so-distant pash general, it's important to remember that WWII ulti-

As historian and author LaManda Joy shows us, Victory mately claimed 60 million casualties worldwiget0

Gardens were originally about wartme shortages, but thefjllion of whom were civilians. Most of the world’s

valuable lessons can bolster a victorious “We Can Do It p ¢ v K QPU YGTG KPXQNXGF KP VJG EQF

attitude today—Editor RNC[GTU RWV VIGKT HWNN GEQPQOKE
capacity toward winning—to the point that the lines
between civilian and military were blurred. U.S. forces

1ver the last 70 years, the Second World War were deployed to 50 fronts at the height of the war and

(WWII) Victory Garden movement has gathered a VIJG 3BWCTVGTOCUVGT )GPGTCN YCU T

patina of quaintness. What was a massive and historiz4 million meals per day. Homegrown produce was not

effort has been reduced to a few sound-bites about “2@ luxury—it was a necessity. Food was one of the many

million gardens” and “40% of the nation’s produce was,

home grown.” ... 90% of Chicago Vic-
Recently, however, the story has crept out of the tory Gardeners [during

collective shadows to become a tale that can reinvigo

rate today’s families and communities. In 2009, when World War ||] had never

| started studying Chicago Victory Gardens, | encoun- ”

tered, on the wall at our local butcher’s, a photo of a gardened before at all.

World War Il Victory Garden not far from my house.

| was intrigued by the orderliness, the giant “v” for ~ elements that were in short supply. Fabric was rationed
BKEVQT[ CPF VJG #OGTKECP €C ItRIe@PUNFtNat d®llatPdnd hamlDesS §a@ shorter to pre-
me think of my family’s WWII stories and my own loveserve resources. Women'’s nylons were a rarity. Metal
of food gardening that | had been chronicling in my blaggraps and cooking fat were collected to reuse for mili-
(http://www.theyarden.com). As an armchair historian,tary manufacturing. A popular saying of the day was:
the idea seized me that perhaps we could really learn

something from this important story. Eat it up.

9JGP + «TUV UGV QWYV VQ WPEQXGWE@SZ@JEVN[ JQY C EKV]|
teaches its citizenry to grow their own food, | had to Make_ it do.
overcome some biases. Namely, | assumed that more Do without.

people came from agrarian backgrounds and therefore

the WWII effort was a no-brainersurely Chicagoan'’s . _ .
could grow their own food, they merely chose not to ‘r‘m_ght bf coming from there was no question what the
since the urban environment offered what they needed.V'Ctory N V_|ctory Garden stood for. :

What | learned surprised me. As far back as 1908 th_e_In the spring of 1942 . th_at was on the minds of :
famous landscape designer Jens Jensen was designi _%V'C 'e‘?‘ders was the impending need of almost 3.5 mil-
Chicago parks with allotment gardens because he wa fon Chicago citizens. Many people remembered WWi

concerned that urban children didn’t understand Wheré'vherg a similar ‘;W{T]r Gardden” ;—:-ffort V\ﬁi ergﬁ!oyed i(/).
their food came from. This led to the uncovering of an Mixed success. in the words of one ot the L-hicago vic-

astonishing statistie-90% of Chicago Victory Gar- tory Garden leaders, George Donaghue:
deners had never gardened before at all. e L .
$KCUGU +TON[ UJCMGP + UCV DC '%Pf§%39eﬁ'§qﬂ%%/w&wa%fﬁeca"y
A . different in character and extent from the
effort and dedication of the people in charge of : o
o . corresponding activity in WWI. Lack of sus
organizing the Victory Garden movement. How daunt- tained bromotion. absence of anv oraanized
ing it must have been to understand that if Chicago P ’ y org

= . scheme of promoting gardening and gener
didn’t grow its own food, shortages would have a ally haphazard and wasteful methods

To every American wondering where their next meal
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destroyed much of the usefulness and pro \% %WQOOWPKVKGU JGNF FQ\GPU C

ductivity of the so-called war garden meve in the fall of 1943 including a city-wide festival at Sol-
ment in WWI. dier Field attended by thousands.

In WWII, at least in Chicago, most of
these faults were recognized before actual The old koan “no matter how things change they

*IJVKPI VQQM RNCEG # VJQTQWQ [C\WPFGEWORMKEKE «VVKPI YIGP [QW
scheme of organization was set up. Largely  today versus gardening in WWII or gardening 10,000
due to the aid of the Chicago Park District years ago at the dawn of civilization. The basic elements
CPF VIJG NQECN QH<EG QH % Kpénddihkhe Bar&es ddu@idht) ealthy Goll Gvater, seeds.
was a continuous program of promotion, The planners of the Chicago Victory Garden movement
stimulation, guidance and active help.” cleverly crafted educational materials around the basics

QH HQQF ITQYKPI CPF OCFG VJGO UR

This “thorough and com- climate. They are almost as rel-

plete scheme of organization” To every American evant today as they were then.
o et oo i wondering where their  foveer ore cenen et
our media-saturated world, nhext meal mlght be phasis on crops’ nutritional value.

radio and newspaper articles . This underscores that gardening
don’t seem like much, but comlng from there wasn'’t for leisure—it was for
e e inPle, WAS 1O question what  creatng a sty war machine

] ] ) ronically, during the Grea
instruction provided by lo- the “VICtOry" In Vlctory Depression there was a lot of food

cal newspapers and lectures but no money to buy it. This situ-
success \?vaz achieved. One) Garden StOOd for. CVKQP éKRF\YG F KP 99++ °
local radio station had a daily was more money but little food.

program called “Know Your Onions!” that ran daily ~ When it came time to draft soldiers for WWII, 30% of
and helped gardeners with timely issues such as pestgotential recruits were malnourished to the point where
watering suggestions. they couldn’t join the military. Military-based industry
was quickly raising wages and women were entering the
By 1943, the Chicago Victory Garden efforthadre-YQTMHQTEG HQT VJG «TUV VKOG Q&

ally taken off. Here are some amazing facts: innovations of WWII.) All these workers and soldiers
PGGFGF VQ DG V KP QTFGT VQ RGTH
\Y, RNQVU YGTG ICTF GARIGbdfated édi¥datiofs, Bsgedially education related

Chicago Park District land (30,000 plots were set asideo gardening, focused on the nutritional value of food as
but the spring of 1943 was so miserable weather-wisewell as balancing shortages with available supplies (for
more than half the kids-and probably their parents example, cottage cheese became popular in WWII as a
gave up.) meat substitute).
V 6JG NCTIGUV 8KEVQT][ )CTFRrethekoRen/averlopikel ¥speet 6f Whe ViGdoy
was in Chicago’s North Park neighborhood. Eight hun-Garden movement is food preservation. In short-season
dred families farmed this gigantic garden. climates such as Chicago, methods of food preservation
V %JKECIQ DCUGF EQOR C REre éssehtaE Tra@itibnaChbttbat@ BaNning was the
Fields and International Harvester donated seeds andprimary method of food preservation, although brining,

garden equipment. dehydrating, and other methods were encouraged. In

V # EKV[ QTFKPCPEG RTG XdetPtheGrianufddBuking afl pré3sdireBde &k®rWals consid-
JCTFGPU YKVJ PGU QH keRed\sQifmpofiant thiatwhé gosdPrienent diverted materials

V #P GUVKOCVGF J Q & cBdEhev@ bgen GsEd fGrPriunitions to their creation
sprang up in 1943 alone. CPF QXGTUCY VIGKT FKUVTKDWVKQP

V 2TKXCVG RTQRGTV][ EKVbi@pihts o fbodRvzieNreRern@dRbg fovhie canners
housed 908 acres of community gardens. each summer of the war.

Growing up | heard a lot about WWII from my
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Greatest Generation parents. They met in 1941 and the consequences of a mechanized food system directly
married before my dad was deployed to the occupatiorelated to WWII. It is ironic that agriculturethe skill
HQTEGU KP ,CRCP KP 1P JGT thatblodgtt hisvcilfifationVhd$chahdéd so radically.
thing my mother did was go to the local munitions plant  Now we look back at the gardens of WWII as inspi-
and get a job as a Rosie the Riveter. | had heard manyation for a new, smaller, locally-based food system.
many WWII stories so | fully understood the “book- My research on Victory Gardens, which began in
ends” of the war—the bombing of Pearl Harbor in 19412009, prompted me to try to prove Fredrick Hagel's
and V-J (Victory over Japan) Day in August of 1945. quote, “We learn from history that we do not learn from
But the consequences of the war and the trajectory of history” wrong. The photo hanging on the wall at the
Victory Gardens didn’t end in the summer of 1945.  neighborhood butcher’s, showing a huge, productive
.GHV YKVJ VJG CHVGTOCVJ Q Wicd/l§atddhGswhit [RdNt&the Qirth&®KThY Petedsen 7
S. was occupied for many Garden Project.
years patrolling, rebuild- The Victory Garden in
ing, and cleaning up in its VJG RIJIQVQ FKFPOV «V Y
former “war theatres.” The neighborhood lot looked like
Cold War and the threat of in 2009. Situated on private
communism were creeping land, part of it was enclosed
into the American psyche, with a weedy chain-link fence
and for a while gardens with broken bottles and trash
continued to play a leading strewn inside. | stopped one
role. One poster proclaimed day and stared at it long and
that growing a “Freedom hard to image what it had
Garden” helped with the once been and, maybe, what it
post-war effort as “Food could become again.
Fights the Red Menace.” After talking to our local

Fast forward a few years

(to the late 1940’s) and Gls
began returning home for
good to restart their lives.
6Q JGNR «I1JV VIG
tion, “Thrift Gardens” were

PGY KP€C

alderman about the idea of
reviving a Victory Garden
we set to work telling people
about the project. | thought
that if 20 people wanted to
participate it would be cool.

encouraged to help keep
food bills low. Around the
mid-1950’s the food garden
fell out of vogue and orna-
mental gardening became
popular as all the women den Project because the story
who had previously been a passerby can't see is that we
working now had babies to care for and homes to beaused the original WWII Victory Garden model to set up
tify. Landscape gardening became a new way to keepand manage the garden. | became the block captain
up with the Joneses as TV dinners and other processegly duties were to recruit and manage the volunteers,
foods freed up time in the kitchen. Vegetable gardeningsovide direction, and keep morale high. (Yes, there
for most, was a distant memory associated with toughyyere a few sing-a-longs.) There’s a saying “strangers are
times and sadness. the stuff friends are made of,” and | learned that really
The consequences of the war changed society andigsttwith this project. People were intrigued by the story,
us on the footing for the modern world in which we |IVQhe methods we were employing, and the fact that they
#HVGT VJG YCT VJG KPFWUVTKCRWer@INiKghistbily, arfél thB/N&me olfoFtkeRvobd-
ured itself for peacetime industry and the post-war baliyork to lend their skills, encouragement and labor. A
boom gave the country a population that called for dragore volunteer team quickly formed (thank goodness) to
tically changed food systems. We are now living with help with the ever-growing garden community. Oh, and

6JCV «TUV UWOOGT QWT
at Peterson and Campbell
became the largest edible,
organic garden in the city.
| call it The Peterson Gar-
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we had to teach over 50% of our gardeners and volunearth, and how, with a little love, water, and sunshine,
teers (approximately 400 people each summer) how teseeds can create a million small Victories that touch us
grow their own food. Some things never change ... all.
The Peterson Garden Project provided victory I WEJ JCU VTCPURKTGF KP VJG [
for a lot of people—myself included. One man told Victory Garden season of WWII. Again we are faced
our alderman that in 2009 he hadn't left his house all with fears about our food supply. Unlike WWII,
summer and in 2010 he was at the garden every day. however, our Victory is not collective but individual in
One woman, so debilitated with grief over the Gulf ~ nature. People are growing food to save money, learn a
oil spill, could only bring herself to get out of bed to  valuable skill, spend time outdoors, teach their children
tend her plot. (She recovered over the summer.) Theravhere food comes from, decrease their carbon footprint,
are dozens of stories how a formerly weedy patch of and reconnect with their neighbors. These are new
ground with a humble yet illustrious past, reinvigorated:hallenges for a new generation, and | hope that, with
a neighborhood and, some may say, a city. the efforts of a lot of neighbors, volunteers and friends,
My mother says | have more spunk than sense.  we can revive this great Victory Garden effort to create
This is true. But, in the case of The Peterson Garden a new and lasting greatesind greenestgeneration.
Project, it worked out okay, and as | said, it changed
my life. 2012 is the 70th anniversary of WWII and I'm
dedicating the year to honor the Victory Garden story
by mobilizing our gardeners, friends, and volunteers ;QW ECP JGNR UWRRQTV VJG 2GVGTUQ
VQ RWV KP «XG OQTG NCTIG Q2QR WRR KKEV RUVSTIFR PP KPURKTGF
Chicago’s north side. We anticipate gardening with CTVKENG CPF FGUKIPGF D[ ,QG 9KTVJC
2,000+ people. A huge percentage, no doubt, will need CTFGP QH 6QOQTTQY (QT FGVCKNU L

to be taught what a seed is, how it marries with the

Garden Haiku

by Patricia K. Nolan
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Don’'t Fence Me In

Annette Hayden
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Never Surrender!

by Tom Preble

Broken glass was everywhere around the hen house, but worse than broken glass was her shattered spirit
Just that morning we’d been relaxing in adirondak chairs, taking tea in the garden and admiring the fresh, per-
fect growth of our vegetables. “Why, we could b&/iother Earth Newsvith these healthy vegetables,” she’'d
VQNF OG Q,WUV NQQM CV VJG DTQEEQNK ECWNKE€QYGT CPF USWC
of our own vegetables. The root cellar will be full!”

On that morning | couldn’t help but agree. Garden leaves shone in the morning sun like sheet emeralds, th
IQNFGP GCTN[ NKIJV TGEGEVKPI CPF RCUUKPI VITQWIJ VIGO 6JG I
ready for any magazine photo shoot. It was early June and our gardens were coming on in earnest. Warm day
and rich soil were working their magic. To her, gardens are more than fresh, healthy food. The gardens nouris
her spirit through a boundless optimism inherently found in growing life.

We’d left the plants to their exuberant growing and spent our day away from our eastern ranch, in town.
That's when it happened. The warnings we heard on the radio said it was tracking east, across the northern
part of the county. Our part of the county. Like a drunkard, a large, mature thunderstorm staggered north east,
releasing its heavy burden of hail from forty thousand feet up.

Downward plummeted the heavy stones, an inch across. Downward, picking up speed, creating an icy dow
draft and sucking in ever more heavy stones behind them. A crushing load of hail, a storm of utter devastation
staggered aimlessly eastward across high rolling prairie, pounding, relentlessly pummeling everything below.
Cattle with nowhere to run bellowed in pain and terror in their pastures. Our chickens had retreated to the rela:
tive safety of their hen house, but not even vertical glass was safe from diamond-hard one-inch stones. Down
they came, faster, faster until large stones lay four inches deep on the ground, completely covering the debris
of their destruction. Trees were stripped of nearly all of their leaves, only fully out just the week before. Later
whole limbs would die, the bark beaten off of them. Our chimney cap lay in the yard among drifts of shredded
green leaves from the trees and vines. The sumptuous gardens of that morning didn’t just lay in ruins; it was a
if they were never there. Nothing remained but lunar-cratered raised garden beds where the hail had impactec
and then melted away.

Home that evening, we were in shock. She felt like a hurricane victim and would not come outside the
house for the next two days. | surveyed the damage. Vehicles had all been under cover and all of our ranch’s
TQQHU CTG OGVCN DWV JCKN JCF EQORNGVGN[ UVTKRRGF VJG YQ
most of the paint off the barn roofs. Except for girdled limbs, the trees would struggle back and recover, and
before fall I'd need to replace some windows for the chickens. The gardens were a total loss. We railed, exas-
RGTCVGF CPF EWTUGF VJG ENKOCVG Q6JG GPF QH HTQUV WUJGT!

Every year hail singes us some, but this was utter devastation. We could replant. It was still early June, but
why replant? Surely more hail was on the way, she wept. And I'd thought that it was just squash . . . but it isn’t
just squash, just a garden. The garden is her prize, her crown jewel of her favorite season of summer. She wa
all winter for gardening—planning the beds and the crops.

In life I've learned that worry and depression are awfully poor substitutes for action. Circumstances can get
me down as they do anyone, but | am not one to be daunted. Gathering myself internally, | rallied. | faced her,
USWGG\KPI JGT JCPFU KP OKPG CPF UCKF Q+ YKNN ¢«Z VJKU R

“We always have some hail, but never this bad, never. This is the kick in the butt we needed. I'm going to
build us some kind of garden coffee tables, hail tables. Something to stop this yearly sorrow.” She wondered
what such tables would be. | wasn’t sure myself, but we needed them. Something to stand above and protect
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wide garden beds and broad green leaves, fragile as tissue paper. Something to break the hurtling plummet of
thousands of ice balls from forty thousand feet above. Yet the tables would have to let sun and rain through.
They would have to be big and strong enough to cover a lot of garden and yet not be terribly expensive. They'd
need to be light-weight and permanent too, as I'd like to be troubled with building them only once. Hmm . . .
Two by fours would not do. They’d dry out and fall apart and would make a frame too heavy to move over a
garden patch. No landscape fabric on top either, it's too dark. Chicken wire wouldn’t work. The sun and rain
but also the hail would come right through.

After much discussion, | resolutely rolled out the gas welder and set to work welding lightweight “electri-
cian’s hail tables” out of half-inch thin walled galvanized steel electrical conduit. The four legs, their bottoms
RKPEJGF UJWV CTG VJKTV[ KPEJGU VCNN CPF UWRRQTV C VWDKPI |
forcing wire table that is then covered in quarter-inch hardware cloth. Perfect for the job, we hoped.

Welding thin tubing can be tricky and the hot sun had sweat rivulets running behind my welding goggles
into my eyes. Labor intensive to be sure, but slowly the hail tables began to take shape. They weren'’t all com-
plete when the next storm hit.

6JKU UVQTO YCU PQV CU NCTIG CU VJG RTGXKQWU QPG ¢XG YG(
and hail. Alarmed, | threw plastic lawn furniture over the re-planted back garden and ran to the house. My
steps were urged on by deafening thunder as lightning struck very close, all around. Rain came in a rush, icy
cold and seeming to pelt down in a stinging rebuke. Then came the hail. As evening darkness conspired to
ENQCM VJG UVQTOOU OKUEJKGH + EQWNF UGG YJKVG KEG DCNNU H

Where was she? The storm had come upon us with such rapid ferocity, | wasn’t sure. Concerned, the fury
of the burgeoning storm kept me from searching or calling out. | strode to the study to watch from safety as
the storm hammered down on our front garden. The garden’s re-planted squash had leaves, eight inches wide
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waving lazily in intensifying cold down drafts. She had been watching too, from safety on the other side of the
yard. And then it came. The small hail gave way to marble-sized hail following the rain, hammering the land
CPF URNCUJKPI KP VJG UJGGYV €QQFKPI KP QWT HTQPV [CTF

6YQ LWUV EQORNGVGF RTQVQV[RG JCKN VCDNGU «XG HGGV YK
in place over the front garden. As | watched the booming storm from safety | Halil roared
YQTTKGF 9QWNF VJG UVQTO DNQY VJGO QXGT#@X}Iﬁ/IméGthé NGIU Y
into the earth and the tables were wired together, end to end. Would quarter-
hardware cloth, just big window screen reallge able to withstand the punish- applause ()f
ing hail? d

Cold down blasts brought small stones that stuck in the wire, then came tﬁbousan S,
big ones, the garden shredders. Hail roared down like the applause of thousdilde a fast
like a fast freight train passing over our home’s metal roof. Out in the garden . .
OP VOR QH VJG VCDNGU VJG JCKN Tuv powpHEgNIRHR F cpr v
dancing. Marble-sized stones looked like nothing but happy energetic popcorl?assing over
hopping and jumping in their hundreds upon the quarter-inch screen just above .
the squash. Beneath the wire, large delicate leaves waved lazily, as big Haw&UT home’s
. : : |
ian palm fronds.rrlught on a breezy tropical day. Success! As we had hoped, tf:ﬁeta| roof.
garden was oblivious to the storm.
That fast moving storm roared on by to share its hail with our neighbors to the east. The storm eerily

shut off as abruptly as it had started. She ran to me from her shelter across the yard, as | ran to her splashing
VIJTQWIJ DQDDKPI JCKN UVQPGU KP VJG UJGGYV £€QQF Q6JG[ YQTM
pressed into my chest. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and she began laughing convulsively at the sa
time and clutched my waist in her arms.

6JCV HCNN VIJGTG YGTG XGIGVCDNGU KP QWT TQQV EGNNCT 5C¢C
basking in her countenance and visceral joyous relief, her hero oncesg jain.
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No Compost, No Digestion

A chapter excerpt from  Joel Salatin’s latest book, Folks, This Ain’t Normal

things do degrade, they don’t rot in a biological sense;
they erode or rust or break down into a more basic mo-
lecular structure.

Many years ago | remember reading an article about
a farm unable to compost feedlot manure because

Food that won't rot just ain’t normal. Throughout
history, our living food enjoyed the distinct ability to
rot. Not until canning, and then freezing, did preserva-
tion develop beyond drying, smoking, curing (pork), or

Iacté)—ferr?en(;mg. din thi il rot v it didn’t have enough microbes in it to decompose.
tak ventocf) _tpres?rvia dmt t'S vl\;ay Wlh rg c:ncae_l dsf The manure was rendered virtually sterile with all the
axen out ot Its protected state. It you hydrate drie rurgarasiticides, antibiotics, and other additives in the

for example, it will get moldy, eventually sour, and the attle diet. To be sure, manure that won’t decompose is

rot. Parched corn dried down in an oven or a solar drieéntirely abnormal

when rehydrated, will mold and then turn to sour mash. Many years ago we had extra grass going into winter

If Teresa sends me to our basement stash of home‘,;[nd didn’t have enough cows to eat it all. We negoti-

canned vegetables, venison, and pickles with a shoppiiid § - jeal with a neighbor

list, a nonsealed jar will sport a healthy crop of white to winter his cows at our The life. death

mold and we feed it to the chickens. If we leave froze - : .-
meat out too long in the thawing process, it will get "blace on a per diem baSISdecomposnmn,

0 ting t S
e S b o 41 B REregeneratior
) . . . th ith iticid i
normal protections to keep us from eating spoiled farebeiggvtljrinz;irr)lagr?ﬁéIﬁler?j CyCIe is both
Curing bacon with salt and pepper became a main- . -+ our farm in the fa”physica”y and
stay of Virginia agriculture during the 1700s. Home-

curing pork before refrigeration required temperature J(iur iré(;rma:lproitoc?le ecologlcally
EWEVWCVKQPU VJCV 8KTIKPKCO Co%\rsWﬂﬁoﬁﬁg%rﬁo%iyefﬁuﬁgamgmale F 0OQTG

dependably than any other bioregion. The fresh pork -
must stay cold enough to not spoil until it can absorb t ortable Iayéng hen hougnd profoundly

UCNV +V ECPOV HTGG\G QT—VJGtwﬂ%gvée@nggﬁlﬂZSypﬁwungKPl KP

side the meat. The juices are the cure’s conduit into the . 0« This biomim-

muscle tissue. : :

C . icry duplicates the natural
. Tortlhkoﬁ Vt'rg'm? thftﬁhmate was tookc;)Id a?d f:eezlji)attern obvious the world over wherein birds sanitize
g 100 Tikely to entrust the precious pork to natlrar CUlseping herpivores, scratching through their dung, eating

ing. South of Virginia the cold was too unpredictable toQ WV €[ NCTXCG CPF URTGCFKPI QWV
keep the meat from spoiling before it absorbed the cur ecomposition

That is why Virginia became the leading state for cure A cow pie doesn't last long in our pastures. Those

pork. It wasn't because pigs liked Virginia, or that Vir- EJKEMGPU IQ HQT HCV €] NCTXCG NKN
ginians especially liked pork. It was because in the da)(/?lithin moments of letting the chickens out of their Egg-

before environmentally controlled storage, Virginia's OQDKNG KP VJG OQTPKPI VJG[ +PF CP

c_ool nights and warm days in the fall provided just thein a mad dash to this delectable buffet.
right mix to dependably cure pork.

But that K if d and dqf When this new herd of cows arrived at our farm, |
ut even that pork, it unwrapped and exposed 1or o -oncerned about what they might bring, so | de-

very long, would begin to rot. Rotting is decompositionCided to move the Eggmobile away from our small herd
which is nature’s recycling program. If something won’

. ) émd run it behind these new arrivals. Just precautionary.
rot, or decompose, we usually call it something other

than food. It's plasti tal i And while th | knew what was in our cow pies, but these foreign pies
antood. Its plastic or metal or stone. Ahd while Osﬁ’]ight have aliens in them. | certainly didn’t want any of
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that. So | sent in the chickens. things, mechanical things. We are surrounded, inside
They wouldn’t touch the cow pies. Used to attackingnd outside, with bacteria and decomposition. The entire
these pies, they simply looked askance, cocking their principle of recycling hinges on the ability of something
heads from one side to another, clearly sizing up whatto decompose. Imagine if when things died they did
looked fairly normal, but then invariably backed away not decompose. Leaves, grass, carcasses of bugs and
as if the pies contained poison. Amazed, | assumed animals. Trees that fall over. The life, death, decomposi-
something was going on that | couldn’t see. Give it timeon, regeneration cycle is both physically and ecologi-
| reasoned. The second day yielded the same result. Aradly fundamental and profoundly spiritual.

day three. All the way through the week. When we masticate that carrot between our teeth, we
, CTG VCMKPI VIJG NKHG QH VJCV ECTT
We've a” seen with bacteria-laden saliva, and decomposing it in our
i own bodies, with our own microbial community, which
reports Of dn”mg extracts new life from it and builds cells in our bodies,
down through DQPG QH QWT DQPG CPF €GUJ QH QW
A QT KU RQYGTHWN 9KWVJIQWV |
O D Q G A O O \ +RW i&c\ﬁeﬁ%}it’s plant or animal, something must give its
decades O|d and life for life to occur. N _
That so many religious sacraments and rites revolve
hundreds of feet around foods indicates a historic appreciation for the
. FGCVJ NKHG TGCNKV[ +V CNUQ TGE£CG
deep rse to the standing that food is fundamentally living. It is not inert
bore surface and protoplasm, but a biological entity, fully living and life-
giving. It is fragile. Leave it exposed to the elements and
are perfectly very shortly it will begin to rot, or decompose.
edlble 6JCV QWT EWNVWTG JCU NCPFe¢NN

food wastes, and continues to do so, without a respect-
ful decomposition protocol bespeaks a great irreverence
| couldn’t believe it. Had my chickens suddenly  for life. In previous cultures, no peels, cores, or uneaten
decided to express their chickenness differently? Had food would be disposed of in a way that denied that
they suddenly forgotten the most fundamental principléfe the opportunity to become life for something else.
of chickenhood? | decided on day eight to move the We've all seen reports of drilling down through land-
Eggmobile back behind our little herd and check out *NNU *QV FQIU FGECFGU QNF CPF JW
this unprecedented phenomenon. Wonder of wonderstise to the bore surface and are perfectly edible. So far,
The second | opened the doors, the chickens descendeabody really knows how long it will take for these food
their ladders and attacked the cow pies, with more thascraps and decomposable waste to become life again.
normal vengeance to make up for lost time. Their exu-  If you include yard waste and wood products in
berance was palpable as they scattered, scratched,and JG RGTEGPVCIG QH FGEQORQUCDNC
pecked. “Oh, goody, goody,” they seemed to say, “we’agcounts for roughly 75 percent. That is immoral. To
back to edible pies.” deny all that life a chance to decompose and restart
After a couple of days, | took them back to the the life cycle is not only insensitive, it is ecologically
foreign cows. Same thing. | brought the Eggmobile bac&prehensible. That material, had it all been encouraged
behind our cows—oh happy day! Welcome to the worltb rot, could have fed the soil and maintained fertility
of sterile poop. Now, folks, I'm no scientist, but | guar-without the use of toxic nonbiological petroleum-based
antee you that any cow pie that won’t make a chicken fertilizers. It's not that we don’t have enough biomass to
salivate with delight just ain’t normal. It makes me warnmaintain life; we have simply squandered the treasures
to create a new farm mantra: “As for me and my poopgiven to us by solar energy and photosynthesis.
we will taste delicious to chickens.” | recently spoke at a foodie conference in a big city
Life is not sterile. Biology is not sterile. Things thatand a lady, visibly torn with angst and frustration, asked,
won't rot, or won’'t decompose, or a disposal system “I'm in an apartment. Every day | fret over how to
that impairs decomposition, all characterize inanimatedispose of my kitchen scraps. Do you know how hard it
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is to get rid of kitchen scraps in a city apartment com- answer to all the fringes. When farmers in Idaho who
plex?” What is easy for us on the farm is quite another live a hundred miles from a Coke machine ask me about
story in the city. selling local, | don’t have a cookie-cutter plan.

That is why | advocate getting rid of the parakeet With all this in mind, though, instead of picking
cage and replacing it with a couple of chickens. They agavay at the edges and challenging with the most fringe
much quieter and far more industrious. They wouldn’t possibility, why don’t we focus on the great majority
TGSWKTG CP[ OQTG URCEG VJCP for whbv[theGdedNiQdealile® WisieBda/saying my ideas
How many households have an aquarium? Every time &are stupid because not everybody has land or room for a
get on this soapbox people begin laughing, and | realize
it's a bit out of the box, but I'm absolutely serious about
this.

Barring the chickens, get a vermicomposting kit.
They are not expensive and quite sophisticated. In a
contraption no larger than half a dozen shoe boxes,
you can feed your kitchen scraps to worms and enjoy
pathogen-free, nutrient-rich earthworm castings for your
houseplants. If you don’t have any houseplants, store
the sweet-smelling fertility in a breathable bag and wait
for your next trip to a farmers’ market. I'm sure you can
*PF C HCTOGT OQTG VJCP YKNNKPI VQ VCMG VJG DNCEM IQNF
off your hands. chicken yard, how about realizing how many people liv-

| think farmers’ markets should have food scrap ing on city lots, in the suburbs, or rural farmettes don’t
receptacles so their customers can deposit this waste. do any of this stuff? The truth is that if the majority
Farmers could take it home and feed it to their chickensyould do the innovative right thing, the culture would
or add it to their compost piles. Please understand, nevdrange so dramatically we probably can’t even conceive
before in human history have food scraps been placedwhat the next tweaking would look like.
anywhere they couldn’t decompose and add fertility to If all the households that could afford nutrient-dense
the soil. Never. Putting it in plastic, carting it all over food grew a garden, discovered their kitthen—would
ETGCVKQP CPF «PCNN[ FGRQUKYV KcRIEIIK A6 thdze Thih@SG-T QoD tHndaENEHNristlim
where it can lie in state for centuries is not only abnor- our food system to a state of normalcy. At that point,
mal, it's an ecological travesty. answers for the fringes would be more appargtep

While we’re on the urban challenge—which occurs four doesn’t look as forbidding once we’ve taken steps
in lots of areas, from children’s gardens to this compostne, two, and three. | submit that we haven’t even taken
ing issue—it's easy to start spluttering, “But, but, but step one on most of these solutions. I'm not suggesting
what about?” | confess, | don't have all the answers. | we should plunge willy-nilly into the unknown without
know that’s disappointing, but in full disclosure, | don’t planning, but can anyone think of a reason why people
RWTRQTV VQ JCXG KV CNN «IWTG i tReWiburiSsBGoRldh’'t YroviNtiveir@wnJodd? Or raise
cooking, people invariably bring up the single working some chickens and rabbits? Or have a chest freezer for
mom with no time. When | talk about buying nutrient- bulk purchases? These are not dangerous ideas—
dense food, people challenge me with, “What if some- unless you're the CEO of an industrial food system.
one can't afford that kind of food?” Then they are downright subversive.

If I mention gardens, the response is quick: “I don’t My dad was quite an innovator, and when he’'d
have any land.” On this one, composting or worm bins design a new machine or a system, we kids would begin
or two chickens, some will argue that they don’'t have with the “what ifs.” Rather than answering each one, |

room or time or whatever. “I can’t have pets in my can well remember him laughing and responding, “Well,
apartment” puts the kibosh on the chickens. Are earth-we’re going to know a lot more in thirty minutes than
worms considered pets? | don’t think so. we do right now.” What a wonderful outlook. He was

| do a lot of speaking and these peripheral “whatifsS"UC[KPI VJCV CNVJQWIJ JG FKFPOV JC
always come up to challenge my harebrained solutionstight thing to do is to proceed immediately with the best
Right here, right now, | admit that I don’t have the plan according to current information. It'll work itself
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out as we move and adjust, move and adjust. the viewscape and polish off the carcass crumbs.

If nobody can move until everybody can, we’ll never This is all in a normal moment of activity in the soil.
move. If we have to know every contingency before wét makes Steven Spielberg’s imagination look like a kin-
move, we have the proverbial paralysis by analysis. ThEGTICTVPGT $GVVGT VJCP UEK « DG
truth is that if everyone who could do what is noble andeal world of microbial soil life plays out the life-death-
right would do it now, the cultural shift would be like life drama every moment of every day. Yet most of us
an epic earthquake. And that would make room for thego through our days never pausing to even contemplate
next set of changes. Defending our own intransigencettat our bodies, our very existence, our breath and being,
change by pointing out the desperate state of those wlaoe absolutely and completely dependent on this unseen

; : world.
RedUCIng_SpOIIage through Lest anyone think I'm heading toward a dissertation
fermentation, vacuum of animism or paganism, or even romanticism, | am not.

Rather, | see a divine hand in this complex intricacy—

Sea“ng’ drymg’ or freezmg this marvelous, mystical, microscopic world—and fall

Is both normal and ancient. to my knees in humility. Traditional and indigenous
What is new is food Eastern-styled peoples around the world maintain this
) reverence that connects all of us to an ecological umbili
marketed as edible that cal. Our complete powerlessness to live, to do, without
will not rot at all in its the active participation of this unseen microbial recy-
cling and regenerative community should infuse us with
consumable state. awe and respect toward soil and food as a living sub-

can’tis simply irresponsible at best and negligent stance. The visible, touchable, hearable world is literally

at worst. We can make excuses until the cows come tethered to a vibrant, moving, communicating, interact-

home. What we need to do is be faithful with what we ing, relational invisible community foundation.

know until the cows show up. They may show up and  And so we come to the crux of the matter: Whatever

they may not, but we have a job list right now. Let's happened to food that rots? A mere century ago, not

get at it. Living food, decomposing kitchen scraps, andonly did all food scraps get reused through the chickens

living soil should be incorporated into everyone’s life. or pigs, but you couldn’t place something on a table

Let's get at it. CPF JCXG KV UKV VIGTG KPFG+*PKVGI
Lest anyone think life doesn’t exist in the soil, let table wine, if exposed to the air, soon deteriorates. Root

me explain the real world under our feet. This is not cellaring is an ancient preservation technique, but it only

just inert material that elicits a “Yuck” and a capful of lasts a few months. Those vegetables, when brought into

detergent in the washing machine. It is a living, vibranthe house, will begin to deteriorate in a couple of days.

community so populous that in one double handful of Reducing spoilage through fermentation, vacuum

healthy soil more individual life exists than there are sealing, drying, or freezing is both normal and ancient.

people on the face of the earth. And that’s just one  What is new is food marketed as edible that will not rot

double handful. at all in its consumable state. | met a fellow at a confer-

.GVOU UGG VJKU YQTNF EQ O GnveQuhy kold Ge\WerhRdz:aTbuvhgeGnidélihPikhis house.

cation of the electron microscope: Wandering into the He said he has purchased one burger every year for

viewscape, a six-legged grazing microbe, lollygaggingtwenty years from a particular fast food chain that will

along on hairlike cilia, comes into view. Without warn- remain anonymous for obvious litigious reasons. The

ing, a nautilus-looking four-legged predator rocketsin DWTIGTU JCXG PQV EJCPIGF UKIPK-<E

from two o’clock, impales the grazer with the saberlikeThey don’t shrink appreciably, don’t mold, don'’t rot.

URGCT CH<ZGF VQ KVU JGCF CP HhewuEi sitihepeWookivg ierfedl Ridy Gfteér H#hy gftér

the soft belly of the grazer. Before the hapless grazer day.

microbe can fall to the hairy pasture, however, another Think about the things in your kitchen and your pan-

predator enters the viewscape from ten o’clock and try. Will they spoil if you don’t eat them soon? The most

lops off the grazer’s head, devouring it contentedly as notorious offenders are junk foods. Many varieties of

VJG PQY FGECRKVCVGF CPF EWKEEBECEGE ECUNCAKITVMNCNNDBPFGP I

ground. Within moments, other smaller scavengers enkerard their Halloween stash in their rooms? Months?
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Several years ago we participated in a food fair anagbly have a much better handle on nutrition than your
wanted to illustrate the differences between our meat doctor. So ask your cats. Do the test. Folks, cat-repug-
and its industrial counterpart. We went to the super- nant burgers are not normal. If the cats don’t want them,
market and bought a pound of ground beef and cookedhat do you think about your intestinal bacteria? What
it into burgers. We cooked a pound of ours into burg- about the decomposers?
ers. We measured the grease, put it in jars, and took the Think about compost. You put in wood chips, ma-
burgers to the fair. The cooking loss on the industrial nure, grass clippings, banana peels, and wood ashes,

DWTIGTU YCU UKIPK<ECPV EQOR @idGa M&teQo\dayd it akeS éh &dergpietelGdiffer-
complain about food costs for real food, they don’t ap-ent look. You can’t distinguish the parent materials. It
preciate how much more nutritious the real deal is.  doesn’t smell like the individual components you put in.

The fair was outside and on a warm day. When ev- e ey e
erything was done for the day, we didn’t want to throw - - - If 1U'S Junk, shouldn’t it be
the burgers away so we took them home. We had fouri||ega|’_) | mean, If someone
cats at the time—our biological vermin control unit—

and just for fun, | put the four burgers from the super- adulterates the gaSOIme
market on one plate and the Polyface grass-fed burgergoing into our car, heads will

on another plate. The four cats came running when | set . .
the plates down on the back porch. | purposely put the?O”' NObOdy IS going to mess up

supermarket burgers closest to the cats so they would my engine. But when it comes

EQOG VQ VJCV RNCVG «TUV
The cats approached the supermarket burgers, to fOOd’ not Only are we

sniffed, and then stepped right over them to the other pouring junk into our bodies’

plate with the Polyface burgers on it. They devoured engines we don’t seem to
every one of those burgers, licked the plate clean, and !

refused to touch the supermarket burgers. | tell this stecare when we blow a gasket.
ry partly because it's a good story, but mainly because
most people feel powerless to really verify the claims It becomes homogeneous, dark, earthy, full of worms,
about food integrity that people like me expound. Mostbugs, beetles, and creepy-crawlies. Where did they come
people just can’t believe that in our enlightened culturdrom? How did the initial raw ingredients turn into this?
we could actually be consuming bad food. It is a completely different substance. This, dear friends,
After all, if it's junk, shouldn’t it be illegal? | mean, is death come to life.
if someone adulterates the gasoline going into our car, If you put raw milk on the kitchen table in the morn-
heads will roll. Nobody is going to mess up my engineing, it will spoil by evening. You can smell and taste
But when it comes to food, not only are we pouring jurtke spoilage. Ditto for raw meat, poultry, or eggs. But
into our bodies’ engines, we don’t seem to care when what about ultra-pasteurized milk? Touted as a way
blow a gasket. Like blowing a gasket is supposed to b& extend shelf life, this procedure inhibits life-giving,
common or something. If our car engine blows a gaskdte-necessitating decomposition—could we even say
all our friends come around sympathetically offering KV FGUVTQ[U VJG UCETK*EG PGEGUUC
condolences and we enjoy being depressed together. Buy €KTVKPI YKV RTQHQWPF URKTKVW
if our bodies have an equivalent breakdown, we assurbelieve very strongly is that truth, real truth, permeates
we’ve been the victim of faulty genes or the disease and threads its way seamlessly through the physical and
fairies, sprinkling their disease whimsically from the spiritual. If it doesn’t work spiritually, it won’t work
heavens. physically. And if it won’t work physically, it won'’t
This cat burger story, then, is a simple way for you weork spiritually.
check me out. Don’t take my word for it. Go duplicate A homemade pound cake, made with real raw in-
this with your own cats. They are not funded by indus-gredients, will only last at household ambient tempera-
trial food conglomerates. They don’t have political alli-ture for a couple of days before white mold spots start
ances. They are not peer-dependent or swayed by houistting its exterior. That is why | eat this pound cake
of TV advertising. They are just primal beings whose quickly and aggressively—immediate consumption is
sensory safeguards still function. Indeed, your pets praoby personal preservation policy toward pound cakes.
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But no, it is not preservation, it is death, decomposi- We can all be grateful that vegetables and fruits, in
tion, and new life. Especially around my love handles. their whole, unprocessed, raw state can hold up as long
But see how long an industrial supermarket pound cakas they do. Otherwise, our predecessors before refrigera-
lasts out on the kitchen counter. Days. Weeks. It just diitsn would have had a tough time. As soon as we break
there. the skin, peel, rind, or whatever, exposure initiates the
Think about the difference between homemade bredelcay process. As | think about these principles, it oc-
and the industrial supermarket counterpart. Who puts curs to me that perhaps God—my preference, or if you
white bread in the refrigerator? Nobody does. You justprefer, nature, or Gaia, or the cosmos—designed things
leave it out on the counter and it stays perfectly ediblethis way to give us a litmus test on what to eat. If we

for days. But if you use real didn’t know, how could
€EQWT QT GURGEKe thinkthatove can devitalize — we know? We could know
ITKPF [QWT €QW : by looking at the decay
bake the bread, it will begin-lsldijjgaM +8§d th_at as dleGSpECt cycle. If it would grow

to mold within twenty-four — food life to this degree and mold quickly, it was ed-
hours. That doesn’t mean ; ible. Stated another way,
the bread is poorly made. t[h?n have a he_al_thy p_opulann if it would decompose,

On the contrary, itin- 1S INSaNe. No civilization can be it was food. If not, like a
dicates that the homemade healthier than the Iife energy in stick or a stone, it was not
bread is full of life. And . edible. If today we would
only fully alive things can the food it eats. return to such a test, it
decompose with virility would eliminate way more
enough to then resurrect in us a fully vibrant life. We athan half of the food ingested by Americans.
people can only be as vibrant as the vitality in the food To think that we can devitalize—you can read

we’'ve decomposed in our digestive system. If that foodhat as disrespect—food life to this degree and then have
went in lifeless, it doesn’t have anything left to give, a healthy population is insane. No civilization can be
VQ ETGCVG KP WU PGY EGNNU PleithieGthhd the iBeYenBrgyRnGhe fobd iKdatsK U
such a basic intuitive principle that corroborative sci- And even more fundamentally, no society can be
ence, while it may be interesting, should not be requireatonomically or ecologically healthier than the soil on
to convince us of such an essential principle. And yet which it depends. A bankrupt soil policy will naturally
our whole food processing industry cranks out productcreate a bankrupt food system will inevitably create a
after product that won't rot. bankrupt health reality. No nation can be healthier than
How long will a candy bar sit out before it goes badits soil-food life.
A pastry with a sell-by date of a year hence is not real Processing in modern America seems devoted
food at all. It may be ingestible, but it certainly won’'t to making food lifeless. Taking out nutrients and then
rot. Instead of ingesting things that won’t rot, we shoulddding synthetics creates what is euphemistically called
all be devoted to eating only things that will rot. Cookeshelf life. Not much life about it. More like embalming a
whole foods and casseroles need to be refrigerated rigi#daver and calling it body extension. If we’re going to
away. Why? Because they will rot. stay true to digestive bacteria, we need to eat things that
You can check the viability of foods easily this waywill perish. In order to perish, they need to be living. If
Cheese is a good example. | challenge you: Put slicesthey aren't living, they can’t perish. If they can'’t perish,
of Velveeta or liquid cheese out on the counter next tothey can'’t give life. Contrary to most popular thinking,
artisanal cheese. The real cheese will get moldy in a dagrishability is really a good thing, not a bad thing. The
or so. The other cheese will sit there for days without next time you buy any food, just put it out on the kitchen
growing anything. If it won’t grow anything, can it grownEQWPVGT HQT C EQWRNG QH FC[U +]
cells for you? Folks, we shouldn’t need dieticians or change in appearance, taste, odor, or texture, you just
nutritional therapists to tell us, “No!” This is not hard towasted your money on dead stuff. Except for when it's
understand. Yet if you look into the average shopping dehydrated, living food at ambient temperature has a
cart coming out of the supermarket today, very little wilelatively short existence. Living food is normal food.
grow mold if exposed to air and ambient temperature for
forty-eight hours.
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What can we do?

1. Resolve today to keep kitchen wastes on your premis-
es with animals, worms, or compost. Don’t send it down
the garbage disposal or out onto the curb with the rest
of the trash. Separate and nourish the earth with its own
blanket of biomass.

2. Institutional food services have the same imperative.
On our farm, we've tried to get our restaurants to sepa-
rate their food scraps so we can bring them home—go
loaded with edibles and return home loaded with animal
food — but so far have made no real progress. This must
change.

3. If in doubt about your food, set it out for a couple of
days and see if it will grow mold. If it doesn’t, quit buy-
ing it. Buy only perishable food.

4. The one stable food at ambient temperature is dehy-
drated items and nuts. Rehydrating the dried food should
make it grow mold. Nuts are the best exception to all
these rules—and delicious to ed.

This is an excerpt from FOLKS, THIS AIN'T NORMAL
by Joel Salatin. Copyright © 2011 by Joel Salatin. Reprint}
ed by permission of Center Street. All rights reserved.
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Garden Relatives

By Jane Knechtel

Gather to say farewell:

Our maple weeping like a child.

The dogwood as resigned as a grandparent.

Roses climbing the walls, moodier than debutantes.
Lone worms going to pieces;

Crows shrieking their disapproval--

Seeds clinging.
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Harvest

by Kathryn Kulpa

JG *PFU JKO KP VJG GCTN[ OQTPKPI MPGGNKPI KP VJG TWKPGHF
NKIJVU JCF UVCTVNGF C HQZ 4GKPC JCF UGGP VJG €CUJDWND INCTG
not quite seen something fall from its mouth. Owen has the shovel. It was a rabbit, he says.

4GKPC KU INCF JGOU DGGP VIJIG WPFGTVCMGT HQT VJG TCDDKV C
back door and lined up in neat rows, heads facing the house, tails facing away. Ritual arrangement of bodies, the
UKIP QH C VTWG UGTKCN MKNNGT 1YGP UCKF *G CUMGF VJG ECV VQ
gave a long, slow blink.

Owen stands up, bracing himself against the shovel. His knee is still wobbly from the accident. He does that
thing with his lip, rubbing the back of his thumb against it, pressing his thumbnail into the small indentation un-
der his nose. He does it when he’s worried or lost in thought. It was something she noticed soon after they’d met.
Lately she thinks that hollow above his mouth is starting to get deeper, worn down from all that thumb-pressing.

Owen wipes his hands across dirt-stained Levis. “We should take this all out,” he says, nodding at the crum-
bling leaves, the tomato plants that long ago overgrew their stakes. Most of them never ripened, just stayed green
until they turned pulpy and soft. Here are the spinach plants chewed to ragged stalks; here are the herbs Reina
planted and never used. She planted them because she liked their names: rosemary, that’s for remembrance, and
rue. What is rue for?

In another life she would have learned to cook. Owen has been talking about places they could go if they lose
the house: a trailer in his friend Jake’s yard, a boot factory some group had turned into a housing unit for artists.
He doesn’t talk about his parents’ house, although his mother had called Reina last week: You know our door
is open. In another life they would stay here forever. Owen would build Adirondack chairs. She would have a
kitchen garden. She would have a pear tree. She would gather honeycombs and make rosemary honey.

“Don’t we have zucchini and summer squash?” Reina asks.

“They’re all soft,” he says. “Frost-killed.”

+UPOV KV VQQ GCTN[ HQT HTQUV! 4GKPC NQQMU FQYP CV JGT HG(
to start wearing real shoes now, though she hates them. She’ll have to start pulling sweaters and corduroys from
the storage bins under the bed. She sees a brave red between the brown vines and pulls a tomato. The top is shin
CPF VJG HTWKV KU «TO KP JGT JCPF CPF UJGOU UWTG VJG DNCEM UF
reaches for it, but his eyes don’t leave the ground.

“It's still good,” she says$k
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Modern HomemakevICTORY RECIPE EDITION, 1942GreenwomarCollection
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Oh, Ophidia!

The Creature Feature by David Rudin

Iwalk through the Lacandon rainforest in the state of Chiapas, in southern Mexico. My Mayan guide Elisario
swings a machete, clearing trail, ten yards ahead. Since Spanish is a second language for both of us, the chit-chat is
kept to a minimum.
Suddenly Elisario yells and streaks by me on a dead run. The words, “Serpiente Grande!” trail as he passes. |
feel like | am in a Tarzan movie. Of course the logical thing to do is to run after the guy with the machete. For me
it is an invitation to run the opposite way, fumbling with my camera as | go. What | see stops me dead in my tracks.
The biggest snake | have ever encountered is raising its head three feet in the air, right in the middle of the trail,
looking straight at me. He is as thick as my forearm, ten feet long so help me, the front two-thirds a dark grey, the
DCEM VJKTF C [GNNQY QTCPIG *G UVCTGU CV OG €KEMKPI JKU VQPIW!
UWTTGRVKVKQWUN[ TGCF[ O ECOGTC JG VWTPU CPF XCPKUJGU KP C ¢
Gone! I am shocked that such a large animal can move with such speed.

The adrenaline rush of this encounter has only added to my lifelong fascination with these creatures.

Most gardeners are unlikely to run int@@bo (a non-venomous species and relative of the southwestern
75 +PFKIQ UPCMG +OF «PF QWV NCVGT DWV OCP[ RGQRNG UJWP GXG
creatures have become some of the most successful predators on the planet, evolving into nearly 3,000 species, all
without arms or legs. How they came to be this way is a fantastic tale in its own right.

Snakes belong to the sub-or8erpentesr Ophidia from the GreelOphismeaning “serpent.” Herpetologists,
scientists who study amphibians and reptiles, commonly believe that snakes evolved from monitor-like lizards.
Monitors are the family of lizards which include the seemingly prehistoric Komodo Dragon. It might be helpful
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to think of snakes, then, as an unusually large and successful group of legless lizards. (“True” legless lizards usu-
ally have eyelids and external ear openings while snakes do not.) Leglessness has actually evolved several times
amongst lizards. The Eastern Glass Lizard lives in the southeastern United States. The glass part of its name is
because its tail fractures into pieces, like glass, when attacked by a predator. This successful strategy allows the
lizard to escape and grow a new tail another day, while the predator is left holding a few wriggling pieces of lizard
appendage.

Scientists have pieced together a remarkable story of how these creatures evolved into their present forms. As
shakes fossilize poorly, the detective work is all the more challenging and the conclusions more controversial. Here
are the rough and ready highlights of one theory:

Some especially enterprising little lizards, somewhere around 100 million years ago, found a plentiful food
supply underground. Invertebrates (animals like worms and insects that lack a backbone) of various kinds lived
there, sometimes in colonies. This food source also had the advantage of keeping the lizards safe from the domina
above-ground predators of the time, namely dinosaurs.

As they lived underground and often used tiny invertebrate tunnels, legs only got in the way, so they disappeare
over time. Eyes were an unnecessary waste of energy in a dark world, so they went too, leaving vestigial remnants
used to differentiate light from dark. What was indispensable in )
this ecosystem niche was a means of tracking down their prey a\S they lived under-
well as others of their kind. So they evolved an incredibly acute
chemo-sensory system featuring a forked tongue which sample(g round and Often
its surroundings for chemical clues. used tiny invertebrate

Around 65 million years ago the dinosaurs met their demise
when a large asteroid crashed into earth. (Some of those dino- tUNNEIS, legs only got
saurs survived and became birds.) For some great background
this event check out tHemithsonialis piece: http://paleobiology. m the Way’ SO they

si.edu/dinosaurs/info/everything/why.html. d isappeared over

The great age of mammals had begun. time.

The next part of the story is the most speculative. Perhaps,
tempted by this moveable feast of mammals and birds, some of these enterprising subterranean “snakes,” now blin
and limbless, came back to the dinosaur-less surface and over millions of years evolved into the thousands of spe-
cies of snakes we now know today.

The theory is that they re-evolved their eyes from the vestigial remnants used for a life in the dark but, curiously
enough, did not re-evolve limbs. Perhaps they found it an advantage moving through certain types of terrain. Any-
one who has ever seen a snake disappear effortlessly in thick grass can see that advantage.

The process of evolution had only just begun. Snakes have since evolved into a myriad of species of varying
UK\GU CPF FKGVCT[ RTGHGTGPEGU #NN CTG ECTPKXQTGU 3WGGP UP
only those who have just recently molted their exoskeleton. All the better to digest them! Some tiny blind snakes,
the size of earthworms, still live a subterranean existence on a diet of insects and their larvae. Then there are the
true behemoths-python and boa families that grow to over 20 feet, weigh hundreds of pounds and count antelope
and even small humans as dietary options. They use constriction to subdue their meals. Finally, the most infamous
group; those who have forsaken the rough and tumble of constricting prey and instead use venom. It is for these
serpents that humans save their strongest fears and disdain.

Studies have been done that show young primates who, without any previous exposure to snakes, will react
fearfully to them or even unknown snake-shaped objects. It seems that fear of snakes may be hard-wired into some
species. Stories like Adam and Eve haven't helped snake public relations either, though amongst Hindu and Mayar
cultures snakes enjoy a place of reverence and worship. In Greek mythology, the Rod of Asklepios, a staff with a
UGTRGPV GPVYKPGF CTQWPF KV KU CUUQEKCVGF YKVJ JGCNKPI CPF
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who are now providing researchers with breakthroughs in cancer research as they analyze the compounds found in
venom.

Venomous shakes are the exception, however. Most snakes typically found in our gardens are harmless. In fact
UPCMGU NKMG VJG VYQ FQ\GP QFF URGEKGU QH ICTVGT UPCMG CTG I
small rodents. They are often mistakenly called garden(er) snakes, but their true name derives from the stripes
down their backs, reminiscent of another time when women wore garters with similar stripes. Being aware of where
one puts ones hands, especially when moving rocks or logs, goes a long way towards avoiding surprise snake
encounters.

Snakes add dimension to our world if we allow them, whether an adrenalin-producing surprise or just a quiet
moment of observation. Snakes have truly made an evolutionary voyage worthy of song and story. So the next time
you encounter a snake in your garden, try remembering their epic journey to a life without limbs.

Epilogue:

In another rainforest, this time in Costa Rica, a group of tourists walk behind me along a trail covered in
NGCXGU + UVQR CPF UVKEM QWV O[ CTO VQ JCNV VJG RTQEGUUKQP 5
trail is a tiny Hognosed Rainforest Pit Viper. Quite venomous. After the groups’ expected gasps of fear, there is an
intense curiosity. | can assure you no one looked at the jungle in the same light nor took their next step casually.
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The Green Wasteland
by Sandra Knauf

M y sister and | ended many summer afternoons in the 1970s green from the knees of our jeans down,
sweaty, and reeking of gas and exhaust. As servants of the Great American Lawn, we regularly mowed
ours, the elderly Miss Howard’s next door, and our grandma'’s.

It was hard work, but Dad saw physical labor as the best character-builder, so he volunteered us. We
received $5 a lawn, to share.

While | didn’t mind the work, Missouri summers were hot and humid, and occasionally | ran over a
toad at Miss Howard’s (a horrifying thing). Our family of six kids used our lawn for games of tag, pitch
and catch, badminton, and, as teenagers, for sunbathing.

| learned more about turf at age 20, verifying sales for a lawn-care company in Colorado Springs. |
VGNGRJIJQPGF ENKGPVU EQP*TOKPI VICV VIJG[ JCF LQKPGF QWT

) or fungicide treatments as needed. With our help, their
Seduced by the American lawns would be the envy of the neighborhood!

Ideal, we installed sod. For During our one-day training, we learned to instruct
a while. it looked gorgeous clients with pets to remove dog and cat bowls before

) i spraying, as there had been pet deaths from tainted water.

but without pampering, We also cautioned them to keep pets and people off the

chemicals, or a sprinkler Sys- grass until the applications dried. It sickened me to real-

tem, it deteriorated fast. |ze.that the men Who drove the trucks and sprayed these
toxins daily would inhale them, get them on their cloth-

ing, their skin, and bring these toxins home. | wondered why people would pay good money for lawns you

wouldn’t want a baby crawling on.

A decade later, as a college grad, mom and hobby gardener, | had my own lawn — or, rather, weed/
native grass lot. Seduced by the American ideal, we installed sod in our backyard. For a while, it looked
gorgeous; but without pampering, chemicals or a sprinkler system, it deteriorated fast. In Colorado, lawns
require constant life support.

A few years later when | became a master gardener, | determined to get rid of ours. Bit by bit, with a
VKP[ DWFIGVY CPF NQVU QH GNDQY ITGCUG + ETGCVGF C ICTFGF
RNCPVU UCPFUVQPG RCVJU GXGP C IQNF+eUJ RQPF + MGRV RC)
casional badminton game) and maintain them now with a reel mower, enjoying a good workout in the
process. Our established garden requires much less maintenance than a lawn. | water once a week, deey
and | do not water the grass/weeds at all.

| realize that turf is a multibillion-dollar U.S. industry (in Colorado it's our #1 cash crop) and many are
wedded to the old ways. Lawns, those pretty green carpets, do have an aesthetic charm and they are goc
HQT URQTVU $WV VIG[] FQPOV UWRRQTV DWVVGTEKGU JQPG[DC
Caring for one is the antithesis of green. Five percent of all our nation’s air pollution comes from gas-
powered lawn mowers. According to the Union of Concerned Scientists, one gas-powered mower, used
for one hour, emits as much pollution as eight new cars, driven at 55 mph for the same time.

According to the EPA, Americans burn 800 million gallons of fuel each year trimming their lawns.

Of this, 17 million gallons of fuel, mostly gasoline, are spilled each year while refueling lawn equipment.
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This is more than the oil spilled by the Exxon Valdez. Fertilizer pollution is a huge problem, and lawns
TGSWKTG UKIPKeECPV YCVGT [GV CPQVJGT DWTFGP QP QWT NKO
In addition, nearly 80 million pounds of pesticide active ingredients are used on U. S. lawns annually.
The U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service reported that “homeowners use up to 10 times more chemical pesti-
cides per acre on their lawns than farmers use on crops.”

It's past time to see traditional lawns for what they have become, antiquated, wasteful and harmful.
| propose that we return to our roots: cottage gardens. Gardens assist nature on a meaningful scale, they
are excellent outdoor classrooms/playgrounds for children and adults, and they can provide families with
locally-grown food. You cannot grow luscious plums, pull up sweet carrots, snip chives for your potatoes

CPF ITQY RQVCVQGU RKEM YKNFEQYGT DQWSWGVU QT RTQXKF
grass lawn.

As the industrialized world races toward green living, homeowners everywhere can make a difference.
It's easy; take up your shovel and start getting rid of your I$k/n.

References: People Powered Machines, http://www.peoplepoweredmachines.com/fag-environment.htm;
Environment and Human Health, Inc., http://www.ehhi.org/reports/Icpesticides/summary.shtml;

© Can Stock Photo/watamyr

Embrace Reel Life
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Earth Girls Aren’'t Easyoy Laura Chilson

64 Summer/Fall 2012 greenwomanmagazine.com



The Gardener’s Dirty Mind

A Sex in the Garden Essay

by
Elisabeth Kinsey

n his way home from a campaign, Napoleon Bonaparte wrote his wife, “Dear Josephine, | will be
arriving home in three days. Don'’t bathe . . .”

One of the dirtiest words in existence in the 1400s was “slut,” describing this unfortunate creature as a “dirty,
UNQXGPN[ QT CP WPVKF[ YQOCP R #U + FTGCO QH VJG VKOG +0OXG URG
longest part of a dandelion root or picking purslane seedlings, one by one, like picking out gray hairs, | long for
even that transference between weeds, soil, and the body. Am | a slut to the earth? Are gardeners mere sluts, wanto
slaves to their soil? | wondered at other gardeners’ relationships to dirt and its sullied beginnings.

.GVOU GZRNQTG C QFKTV[R RTQ*NG +*PF QWV YJGTG UQKN IQV C FK
Catherine, has nothing to do. She stopped her needlework years ago. She dabbled in painting and could barely get
enough orange on a canvas to make an orange before she bored of it. Her mouth resembles a geisha'’s pretty tied-ug
bow with the bottom lip too full and supple for anything other than kissing by wild princes

(riding uncontrollably across craggy moors to save Lady Cath—Dirt gOt rea”y dirty in the

erine from twisting her ankle) or, worse yet, ennui. Victorian era, Stripping

Underneath Lady Catherine’s many bandaged breasts (cors : . .
etc.) and her large dress-hoops is a sensual being that ﬁﬁythmg havmg to do with

Victorian society deemed “dirty” and which by deemingitso ~ SOIil from it, thus vanquishing
converted the world under the dress, and at every gardener’s fegil, roots between the

as something unnatural. The most important virtue, in order to he . .
of High Victorian society, as we all know from the scene when Natural, 00Zing, procuring

Scarlet is forced to show her grubby, working handsdne with earth and the natural, ooz-

the Wind was to be the owner of a pale, lifeless hand that Wenting and procuring body.

limp and delicate in any suitor’s grip. Then it was swept up under

his nose for the lightest and most normal of kisses. But wait, was

VICV VQPIWG! +00 UWTG KV YCU TGEQKNU .CF[ %CVJGTKPG CU UJG
How dirty, she thinks. How invasive. How very naughty.

Dirt got really dirty in the Victorian era, stripping anything having to do with soil from it, thus vanquishing all
roots between the natural, oozing, procuring earth and the natural, 0ozing and procuring body. You can read up on
the era and its prude expectations of women by delving into any Austin or even Cooksin novel. Dirt existed, wheth-
er the Victorian prigs wanted it or not. Dirt will always prevail, regardless of moniker.

Who are we now, we tillers of the land, Gods and Goddesses with hands as roots, reaching and groping into the
GCTVJ HQT KVU FCTM UGETGVU CEEKFGPVCNNJ[ FKIIKPI WR C NQUV VW
else’s white landscaping rock to reveal a barren hardness that we must convert back to its humus soul? Dare we
admit that we are, in fact, dirty minded? Have we entered into the truest scandal in gardendom?

And who ruined soil? There were just enough uber-sexual beings to keep the dirty connotation. A scandalous dirt
fetish is recorded between a Victorian-era barrister and his scullery maid in Wellcome Collection’s London exhibi-
tion last year which explored attitudes about dirt (“Dirt: The Filthy Reality of Everyday Life”) London journalist
Giovanna Dunmall wrote about the exhibit:

“Our 21st-century preoccupation with germs and cleanliness is clearly not a new one . . . There is hardly a dull
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OQOGPV KP VIKU GZRNQTCVKQP QH *NVJ =HQT GZCORNG? NGVVGT
marriage, between barrister Arthur Munby and scullery maid Hannah Cullwick in Victorian London. The former

had a thing for working-class women whose jobs involved hard, physical labour and there are photographs of Cull-
wick dressed as a chimney sweep or posing covered in soot and dirt.”

Most who walked through the streets of London at the time were used to grime (perhaps being one with it or
dying by it?) and some carried a perfumed kerchief or nosegay to cover the stench of foul conditions. So many
OCNCFKGU UVGOOGF HTQO QFKTVR VJCV KV YCU GCUKN[ GSWCVGF YK
JOQPGUV OKUVCMG JQYGXGT KP QWT EWTTGPV UQEKGV[ YQTTKGU CL
yearnings. When | speak to real gardeners, and this is from the beginner through the pro, they always mention how
important it is to get their “hands in the soil.” Especially after winter’s thaw, spring stirs something in every gar-
dener’s soul. For me, | constantly check the surface of the yard, kick it with a toe. Does it divot, indent?
| take a shoe off and dip my naked toe. Does it accept any entrance?

The different constitutions of loam, clay,

sand, and organic matter implant themselves in, Q H H G H G W R A Q G R W K H L

my dreams so that | wake with their dark, dusky

smell in the mornings, hoping | can get into ineMINds In the search for support.
dirt. One gardener calls this tactile transfer a That’s not hard When talklng to

communication with the soil. Tamara Mahoney,

NQPI VKOG EGTVK*GF %QNQTg&rdeineUS(_GT ICTFGPGT

has this to say, “Nothing calms my nerves or

relieves my stress more than getting my hands

in the dirt for a little bit. I love fresh carrots just dug out of my garden and washed in the garden hose . . . they taste
like the dirt they have been growing in. No store-bought carrot ever tastes as good!”

Tasting the dirt is not the only vice we dirt worshipers have, but it's a good one. Patricia Hampl stands up for
eating a peck of dirt (two gallons) in her mem®iRomantic EducatiorShe wrote about her grand-parent’s dark
CPF VWDGT RTQFWEKPI ICTFGP Q+ CVG FKTV VIGTG 6JKU KU VJG TL
VIJG EQTPGT VJG QYPGT JCF UCKF Q9GNN [QW JCXG VQ GCV C RGEM
on death and dirt and pictured herself without the proper amount. She ruminates, “So | ate dirt. | also ate it out of
curiosity, putting it on my tongue like brown sugar and waiting hopelessly for it to melt.”

Our society and the media continue to sell us alcohol and other toxic cleaners to rid our hands of germs. Garde
ing gloves, like the corset, hinder transference. To combat dirt's bad connotation, it's not enough to just commune
with the soil. Chuck Rise of Soil Science of America writes about soil's healthy properties and that, ironically,
many antibiotics come from soil. Under our feet, and indeed, in our hands as gardeners, we touch the key to ex-
istence itself. Rice asks us, “Did you know that there are more living individual organisms in a tablespoon of soil
than there are people on the earth? A teaspoon of soil contains over 1 billion bacteria yet we know only 1%. The
remaining 99% are unknown and contain a treasure trove of products.” | have so many friends who are new to dirt
and slowly succumb to its call, accepting the lure, and therefore scandal, into their lives, but jump into their soil
VQQ UQQP YKVIQWYV «PFKPI QWV YJCV KV YKNN FQ «TUV 1PG UWEJ IC
Robinson even admits defeat when she didn’t gauge her soil correctly. Kind of like going out in the middle of win-
ter in a spaghetti strap dress. Sure, you'll ensnare a dude, but what kind of dude will he be?

“| started a winter vegetable garden in early November, and blogged about how | built the raised bed on top of
Ol EQPETGVG RCVKQ WUKPI EQPETGVG DNQEM +  NNGF KV YKVJ |
warm temps, things barely grew. With the help of some gardening friend experts, | learned my soil was way too
compact, allowing little drainage and oxygen.”

I've made the same mistakes, stripping my gloves off, digging small holes to plop a seed that never has room
enough to spread and writhe. | learned, in the clay neighborhoods of Denver, that Eko clay-buster was just going to
be my heavy companion while | labored, digging up clods, sweating into the earth, getting in deep and mixing the
two: old sad, dried-up souls with new vigor. The result admitted any seed, enveloped, and pushed out my ornamen
VCN JQTGIJQWPF O[ OQPMG[ €QYGT TGCEJKPI UVTCKIJV WR QWV QH (

+ PGGFGF VQ *PF QVJGT FKTV[ OKPFU KP VJG UGCTEJ HQT UWRRQ"
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Shrigley, Senior Horticulturist at Denver Botanic Gardens, agreed with the notion that dirt can’t be bought, but must
be manipulated. He writes, “I know it's the soil because fresh potting soil doesn’t deliver the same sensation for
me. Potting soil just seems like work.” He relates that when speaking to clients he tells them of “ . . . the sensual
feelings | have when a garden bed is prepared properly. It's digging and planting with only my hands in that bed
that pushes the high until all is planted. Climax is reached when | stand back and look at it, and know what is to
come.”

We can be captured by dirt’s call, succumb to all its earthy needs. Every spring, we are virgins anew and let our
minds go deeply astray. From all outside appearances, our Lady Catherine still doesn’t know what to do with that
kiss on the hand, but within, there is a deep knowledge of her body. We own such knowledge now, coming back
to our dirt, manipulating carnally, heaving ourselves, letting the earth dominate us until we can harvest and eat its
sweet offerings.

Our acceptance, our carnal deeds don’t go unrewarded. Shrigley also told me, at the end of planting, the reward
of our earthen relationship, our dance, after we’ve let ourselves get soiled, planting beds, learning our soils, is re-
joicing at earth’s reward. Shrigley states, “When | prepare a bed, | imagine it as my wife describes the great sensa-
tion of shaving her legs and climbing into the clean sheets of a nicely made bed. | can easily imagine her sensation
when she climbs in and | picture myself being the sheets. That's the sensation | seek when | properly prep a garden
bed.”

Lady Catherine would outwardly be appalled, touch her laced glove to her lips and intake breath. As the gardener
is raking clods of moist earth in front of her, shirtless, a new world awakens under and inside, where she has the
HCPVCU[ QH TQNNKPI YKVJ JKO FKTV CPF CNN KP VJG €QYGT DGF

References:

Dunmall, G. http://www.iconeye.com/read-previous-issues/icon-096-|-june-2011/dirt
Rice, C. http://wiredsoils.blogspot.com/2011/01/soil-is-fundamental-for-life.html
Robinson, J. http://lagunadirt.blogspot.com/
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Bulbs

A vintage illustration by Joseph E. Ebertz
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People-Powered Milking Machines (Greenwoman  Collection)
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Leafing Through

a review of books, etc.

classes. Their smart phones lead more interesting lives than
, GR ~
6R RI FRXUVH VKH WXUQV WR WKF
3)DUP9LOOH" WR HVFDSH WKH UHDO RC
Fortunately, that addiction doesn't last long.
Friend assures the reader that yes, life on a farm can be
messy and scary, but it also can be joyful and wonderful.
“Small farms like ours represent tiny pockets of enchant-
ment, places where you can marvel at the perfect, warm
eggs chickens lay. You can watch a newborn lamb stagger
NZ  Yo]eZW dA} t}u VRIYBRULWR WKH XGGHU DQG GLVFRYHU L
Sheep, and Enough Wool to watch adolescent steers kick up their heels in excitement
Save the Planet EHFI?XVH \RX‘HYH FRPH WR YLVLW WKH]I
by Catherine Friend _Shes learned life Iesso_ns from the sheep, llamas, dogs,
. hickens, even the grapevines and alfalfa, and passes them
(Da Capo Lifelong Books, 2011}y 5 R g3 “$ VKHHS FDQIW FKHZ KHU FXG
her cud and talk. She can’'t chew her cud and Twitter or e-
The best books gently lead the 3| or drive or exercise or really do anything but lie there
reader to a place that gives them anq chew. I've forgotten how to do only one thing at a
adlfferentvantagepomtonIlfe WLPH VR ,fP JRLQJ WR WU\ KDUGHU W
7KH GD\ , ¢QLV3téeG Udﬁ%én@% not eating, talking, reading, writing, mow-

ishwas cool and damp, so | wound a scarf around my négly phoning, cooking, cleaning, doing chores, or stacking

to keep warm while | sipped tea and tumed pages. Thenyjhod . . . to sit there not doing anything but thinking. |

occurred to me-was this scarf made of wool? Yes, it wasmight feel lazy and and unproductive, but the sheep’s self-

and | appreciate my bedraggled yet still beautiful accessogyyy WHHP KDV UHPDLQHG LQWDFW VR F

more after reading this book. . It seems unlikely that many of us would embrace a book
Catherine Friend, whose books inclitieby a Farm  titled The World History of WooBut in Friend’s skilled
The Compassionate Carnivoi@nd several children’s hands, we gladly learn that sheep’s output has played piv-

books, has written a funny, informative, sometimes sad ota roles in our culture, from the colonists’ big break-up

ERRN DERXW KHU FRQYHUVLRQ IURh B(n'hhﬁﬂ&Weleﬁr%%dﬁ)ls\/gdldrbks%é?eWlﬁ’att?e@ﬁ/bbp

I[UHDN ~

JULHQG DQG KHU ORQJIWL R i B}pWdhkidbarPde #ind ¥ RoshBifesOpfdhos,

the latter’s dream to raise livestock on a Minnesota farm,pasepalls, crayons, ice cream, dish soap, and countless
EXW WKH VHOI GHVFULEHG 3% DF N XSyPHP i W H &4X Brb% R XWyDpBR\HY G DU Q
WR ¢QG DQG IROORZ KHU RZQ GUHDBg grab this book, wrap yourself in some sort of wool

This is a woman who jumps on the bandwagon with  and enjoy the adventure. You'll be the better for it.

both feet, surprising herself by kissing lambs’ heads, —_Rhonda Van Pelt
H[SORULQJ WKH P\VWHU\ RI ZKDW PDNHV ZRRO 3YLUJLQ "~ DQG
surviving the frustrations of learning to knit: “knit one, purl Organic Gardener’s Com-

WZR VFUHDP WKUHH ~
With charming, self-deprecating humor, Friend relates
her suspicions that farming has taken her away from the

panion: Growing Vegeta-
bles in the West

life she was meant to lead. “I imagine that other people are by Jane Shellenberger
having considerably more fun in their lives than I'm having (Fulcrum Publishing, 2012)
in mine. They’re dressing better, earning more, and are just
more together than | am. They’re going to more parties, Jane Shellenberger, the
attending more plays and movies, taking interesting publisher and editor of the
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much-beloved magazir@olorado Gardenefwhich she  with her husband in southern Colorado for over 30 years
IRXQGHG \HDUV DJR OLYHV D Q6thtDddgamcdaymRQ D ¢ YH DFUH
farmette on the plains between Boulder and Longmont. | loved how this book also covered the soil issue early
Shellenberger learned about plants from her botanist (“Secrets to Great Soil”) showing, as in Shellenberger’s
mother and has been vegetable gardening in Colorado DQQM VJCV VJKU DCUKE DWKNFKPI DN
since the 1970s, after moving to Boulder as a 20 year offiven its place at the forefront of gardening wisdom. All
from Philadelphia. the nuts and bolts of herb gardening basics are covered
Organic Gardener’'s Companiaeads like a love including maintenance and pest and disease control.
letter to western gardening from a woman with 40 years  This generous tome, oversized and at 255 pages is big
of experience. Underneath the sound advice and practicel content. It features Saxon Holt's amazing photos of
steps Shellenberger weaves a strong environmental mdsindreds of herbs, individually and in the garden. But
sage. To her credit, she does it without preaching and yetile it's comprehensive, it's not overwhelming. It is
without shying away from discussing the disastrous patbeautifully laid out and easy to read. | liked the yellow
we've taken during the last half-century. charts especially. They list herbs alphabetically and their
6KH HGXFDWHY ORJLFDOO\2; UUWGRK DUH KPP QT B ERTFNVROUWDWEHEVU UW
and soil. Then you educate yourself on the nutritional Garden, Herb Propagation, and Harvesting Guidelines.
UHTXLUHPHQWY RI SODQWYV OHDU QArDeHdRK MIN 5@ Ehiaiped Wil Retb®ll rie@icnal vk H U
EHQH{FLDO LQVHFWY DQG KRZ WersGndlRade grodicks, k& idas LTinbr €3 HiMments,
(weeds, wildlife and unwanted insects). Being groundedyrups and elixirs, bath and foot soaks, insect repellents,
in the basics is best before you actually start planting. sleep pillows, and more are explored and favorite for-
OGCreminded me of the heft of a Master Gardener mulas are shared. There are plenty of great sidebars like:
course told as a relaxed conversation with a dear friend:Liniments to Live By” which lists six herbs and where
7KH ODVW VHFWLRQ RI WKH ERR Nwéd RaVLErQovw Balm:wiiChélp We& cobld Bores,” “Pep-
describing a cornucopia of vegetables and fruits to try ippermint is soothing to sore muscles,” and” Yucca will
the West. Shellenberger shares her personal experiencesljeve joint pain.” Another chapter on cooking includes
preferences, and favorite edibles as well as friends’. TidHartung’s choice seasoning blends, beverages such as
ELWV LQFOXGH ZKDW EXVK EHDQ Wil-lht [Buit-Onfused RVater, HEarty Vegetdbe Blow-
Purple) and what strawberries are so divine that gardencooker Soup, Home-Baked Rosemary Bread, Licorice
ing friends rip their others out (Mara des Bois). | espe- and Banana Oatmeal (using licorice as a sweetener—kids
cially liked Shellenberger’s ability to admit there are gagsve it) and Early Spring Dandelion Salad.
in even her many years of experience. If there is an area Nearly a third of the book is devoted to “Herb Person-
ZKHUH VKH KDVQTW H[SHULHQFH GlitieR ™Maa8ms bi@lants dnd\herise § groinlg require-
says s0.0GCis a wonderful combination of know-how ments, and even companion plantings are described with
and heart and the perfect primer for Western U.S. gardehQ NVOU NWUJ RIJIQVQU + YCU UWTRTKL
HUV ZKR DUH JHWWLQJ WKHLU K Dhgrés\suGhlLals &gastarie, duydtd ngjrd, vher'stWrlakow and
—Sandra Knauf motherwort featured, not to mention hollyhock, which |
FKF PQV MPQY JCF DQVJ OGFKEKPCN W
Homegrown Herbs: A Com-  IfI could have only one book on herbs in my library it

plete Guide to Growing, Us- would beHomegrown Herhs
JVPU v vi}C]vP DJeandra gnaguf
100 Herbs

Tammi Hartung;

Photography by Saxon Holt

(Storey Publishing, 2011)

Wild Flavors: One Chef’s
dE ve(}EuU YA z & }}I]vl
From Eva’'s Farm

C 1] uujve

Tammi Hartung'sHomegrown (Chelsea Green Publishing, 2011)

Herbsis also the work of a wise Colorado plantswoman
sharing a lifetime of experience in an excellent, in-depth
book. Hartung, well-known around the country for her
herb lectures, has been growing herbs (over 500 varieties)

As a chef and a gardener, | was
immediately attracted te/ild
Flavors This beautifully designed
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and printed (using at least 10% postconsumer recycled

paper, processed chlorine free) cookbook/garden manual Small Green Roofs: Low-
celebrates organic gardening, cooking, and eating season- d Z K%VY}ve (JE '"E v
ally. The collaboration between Boston chef Didi Living

Emmons and organic farmer Eva Sommaripa, from Eva’s C EJP 0 pVV OU pe3C

Farm in Dartmouth, Massachusetts, results in a well- | .
researched and unique cookbook that not only inspires but P U }Zv >]6o0 U v
CNUQ XKUWCNN[ UCVKU+GU YKVJ YGNN RNCEGF RIEH\CESnedgesss crJ|
recipes and the community that embraces Eva’s Farm. (Timber Press, 2011)

Written in a conversational tone with journal entries,
RGTUQPCN UVQTKGU CPGEFQVG UGreeGmr®shave beerArFuse fpCcrpagy rentgriey asboth
Emmons gives the reader a broad view of what it meangn aesthetic and functional addition to buildings. The
to connect fully with your garden, nature, and your development of modern day green roofs took place pri-
community. 150 recipes range from a simple but refreshnarily in Germany in the mid-to-late twentieth century,
ing sounding Basil Lemonade to slightly more com- and has since become popular in cities around the world,
plicated recipes including: Currant Scones with Anise OCKPN[ FWG VQ VJG GPXKTQPOGPVCN
Hyssop and Wild Grape Sorbet with Calaminth. Emmori§at they offer. Traditionally, these green roofs have been
relays the wisdom she received from Eva Sommaripa, KPUVCNNGF QP NCTIG €CV TQQHGF D
farmhands, and members of her community through furify@reen roofs has grown, green roof professionals and
stories and life lessons on thrift, conservation, barteringénthusiasts have been exploring ways to install them on
and sustainability. XKTVWCNN[ CP[ V[RG QH TQQH YJGVJC

Starting with Winter-Salvaging and working through UNQRGF (QWT UWEJ KPFKXKFWCNU R
Spring-Community, Summer-Bartering, and ending within Small Green Roofs: Low-Tech Options for Greener
Fall-Preserving the reader can glean real life examples Living.
of what it means to forage, garden and cook through the 6JG «TUV RCTV QH VJG DQQM QHHC
UGCUQPU 2NCPV RTQ*NGU HQT- TRACTHWY UKPERNWEKE IU\NJIGEK WRWFIBQUGU
mon ones: cardoon, chickweed, and autumn olive next tacluded are green roof construction basics and a very
some garden favorites: basil, dill, and thyme. Emmons informative planting primer which covers plant selec-
KP FGRVJ RNCPV RTQ+NGU PQV Q Fop[plactng methasisTreademrcecpngideragogs, and
tion about varieties but also include culinary uses, healtflesigning for wildlife. Obviously, most of this informa-
virtues, growing, foraging, buying, storing and preppingtion is focused on small green roofs, and the information
As a gardener | am encouraged to add some of the mot@acluded was not meant to be comprehensive. For anyone
uncommon plants to my herb garden and as a chef to useriously considering installing a green roof on their
what I'm currently growing to add another dimension to house or other buildings on their property, it is advised
my seasonal recipes. that they consult other sources, particularly professionals,

Because of Emmons background, the cookbook is fllecause a poorly constructed green roof could result in
of cooking tips, equipment suggestions and advice ~ major damage both to property and pocket book.
FGUKIPGF VQ JGNR TGCFGTU QVTCPUBHIELTO GUGTEN K QHUVKKWHWRQM KU -
HQQF R (QT GZCORNG KP VJG R N greenraoejectsdrekan ygingoad sertions: sheds,
lovage, both Emmons and Sommaripa explainhow ICTFGP QH<EGU CPF UVWFKQU ICTCI
throughout the growing season lovage takes on differerftouses; bicycle sheds and other small structures; and
€CXQT RTQ*NGU +P VJG URTKPI conowiykwmieasHEaGinclgdes igfarpatan grrthe
with parsley,” and in the summer lovage loses most of tHesign and planning stage, the installation process, and
sweetness. Maybe because of these differences, Emmd¥igjects’ success, along with a note by one of the authors
implores readers to use her recipes as starting points afdPF RKEVWTGU QH GCEJ RTQLGEV 6J
encourages creative detours. inspire and encourage people to consider a green roof

For gardeners, cookbook enthusiasts or anyone whaf their own and to offer ideas about how to go about it.
wants to use more locally sourced or foraged ingredienté/hether you are interested in putting a green roof on a
in their cookingWild Flavorswill most likely change the rabbit hutch, a garden shed, or the roof of your house, this
way they think about herbs, greens and edible “weeds.’b00K is a great introduction to the fascinating world of
—Patricia Kennelly green roof technology.

—Dan Murphy
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Seasonal, Local and A Compendium of Wisdom
Sustainable Flowers Fair and Foul

By Debra Prinzing; Pho- By Jane S. Smith

tography by David E. (Lyons Press, 2012)

Perry

(St. Lynn’s Press, 2012)

, DP D IUHVK FXW ARZHU ORYHU EXW KDG UHDG HQRXJK DERXW
WKH ARUDO LPSRUW LQGXVWU\ W Kflyouire fadoivatéd byl ZhiskemsLOMN8\ERSith, et U L
ously turned off. Today’s markets offer mostly imported award-winning author of several books (including
blooms, and pesticide-drenched to boot! What's a local- one of my all-time favoriteshe Garden of Inven-
and organically-grown minded girl to do? tion—about Luther Burbank) has written a charming
Prinzing and Perry’s book shows innovators who are little book that will appeal to you. The book is stocking
DQVZHULQJ MXVWhg/SR DIV BOXQHEINELR Q@ WRIITHU VLIHG DURXQG [ ~ DQG F
lush offering is a compilation of real-life storiepeople DWWUDFWLYH YLQWDJH DQG DQWLTXEF
JURZLQJ DQG VHOOLQJ VXVWDLQDERPHVQCSDWRHADO QYR RXRWIRVZ WKH ZL
ers, with growing success (pun intended), right here in théions of both the unknown and well-known, including
86 $ 3HUU\TV GURRO ZRUWK\ A R Wistth PQitarchWVRikl@he ElfRel) WMl Befferson,
price of admission) and Prinzing’s prose make for a joyfulCharles Darwin, Mark Twain, and others. Subject
FRPELQDWLRQ RI 3:H FDQ GR LW ~ mitt8irlsphnS B@WBUsQ-froM igobd ldésigns for a
gardens, raising backyard chickens, and now, hey, let's hen house to a good ratio of rooster to hens (the an-
JHW VORZ ARZHUV RQ RXU WD E O HsnéM&tRe second varies according to what nationality
, HYSHFLDOO\ OLNHG WKH P HQWdkR @\deRious Qiitle QtAatnRIXnake I say,
booty in your backyard, roadsides, and on publicland 3+PPP ~ 7R LOOXVWUDWH , ZDV VXUSL
through forest service permits—recognizing that we havecapons (castrated roosters) could be made into surrogate
an abundance right here is key. There’s also a chapter mothers for chicks through a strange (and rather mean)
about a gorgeous wedding put together with a focus on practice involving plucking their chest feathers and
deeper meaning through hands-on participation (mean- applying stinging nettles. It was also interesting to read
ing actual work) by the bride and bridesmaids. They’re about a method used a hundred years ago to preserve
out gathering fresh cut dahlias at a local farm justtwo  HJJV EHWZHHQ ~ OD\HUV RI VDOWHG
GD\V EHIRUH WKH FHUHPRQ\ DQG P Ixbl&lQdodNiiyakd R, TaXdHolie Bhigken fancier
aisle decorations the day of. It reminded me of my own Smith’s foray into the richness of chicken lore is a great
wedding, where my mom gathered buckets of lilacs from addition to the library.
the neighborhood. | see a better world developing here, —Sandra Knauf
an alternative to over-the-top expensive weddings that
put the couple (or parents) into debt and seem more about
keeping-up-with-the-Joneses than about love. D.L.Y., rev-
eling in our own attainable riches and simple pleasures-
-oh, it does a heart good!
,| WKHUH ZHUH DQ\ ADZV LQ WKLV JHP ,1G VD\ WKH ERRN LV
a bit narrow in scope as it deals mostly with the western
United States and | wished there was a little more on
backyard growers and what they can do. Those are small
considerations, and books on growing your own cut-
WLQJ JDUGHQ DUH QRW KDUG WR ¢ QG 7KLV ERRN LQVSLUHV DQG
, KLJKO\ UHFRPPHQG LW WR ARZHU ORYHUV ZKR ZDQW WR WU\
WKHLU KDQG DW JURZLQJ RU SXUFKDVLQJ FXW ARZHUV WKDW
matter—Sandra Knauf
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Top Dressing

Dirt Poor by Cheryl Conklin

TJG *TUV VKOG + XKUKVGF .CWTC CPF 6KOOU ICTFGP YCU YKVJ O[ HT
RGTHGEVN[ YCTO 6JG ICTFGP TQNNKEMGF QXGT «XG CETGU QH UCPF]
and ponderosa pine, the garden billowed with color and form, so much so that | couldn’t to relate to its scale and
scope.

Strolling behind the house, we came upon a wilder area, bursting with hollyhocks. Beneath their rough stalks
CPF DNQWUG[ €QYGTU CV VJG GFIG QH VJG RCVJ + UCY DNCEM FKTV
thought, | crouched and thrust in my hands. Cupping the soil to my nose, | drank in its scent of life.

Behind me, Kim giggled. “You're such a farmer.”

| knew she meant it as an endearment, even a compliment, but behind my heart old programming turned a rusty
wheel. It was a matter of intense pride in my mother’s family: We are not farmers.

If | had a ten-spot for every time | heard that proclamation while growing up in lowa, | could easily retire. When
we children really wanted to insult each other, we hurled the epithet, “Farmer!” Some boys weren’'t good enough to
marry into the family, because they were just dumb farmers. Their kids would grow up dirt poor and become clod-
hoppers like their forebears. It was a fate worse than marrying a drinker; worse, perhaps, than not marrying at all.

I can hear my mother’s voice, and the voices of each of her sisters: “Shame on you!” Sometimes delivered with
chortling laugh, often as not spat, swatted, or growled at us for even minor provocations. Damning and damaging, i
was a habit that soiled the soul. So often repeated, that | grew up feeling dirty.

After a Saturday night bath, one visiting aunt or another pulled on an ear. “Did you wash your neck?” Yanked
from the pleasure of warm, soapy clean, the next thing I'd hear was, “Gadz, girl. Look at that. There’s enough dirt
on your neck to grow potatoes.”

5Q QPG QH VJG «TUV VIJKPIU + FKF YJGP + DTQMG CYC[ HTQO VJG(
Minnesota: | planted potatoes. | planted broccoli, carrots, beets, beans, peas, and parsnips, too.

| furrowed through the gravely loam with bare hands, making straight rows, and patting seeds gently in place. |
tossed the eyed chunks of tubers into fragrant holes, mounding them every week or so as the ruddy stems climbed
VQYCTF VJG UWP /[ EWVKENGU VQQM QP C TWUUGYV UVCKP /[ *PIGTU
release as all those shameful toxins gladly sought recycling in soil.

Nearly three decades hence, in the double mitt-full cradled below my nose, my palms revel in the goodness they
have found. In the dirty perfume, | taste the spuds long ago lifted from gravelly loam with naked hands.

“Thank you, Kim,” | laugh, beaming up at her from the feet of the hollyhocks. “Farmer is just about the best
thing anyone could call me.”
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