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I am in a redefining time just as the moon appears to be gone.  The 
Aquarian Imbolc New Moon arrives at sunset on the West Coast 
today, ushering in a few nights of darkness even as we prepare to 
light the candles for the cross-quarter celebration of Candelmas or 
Imbolc.   

 
At this moment It is tempting to refer to my farmer-in-the-dell identity 
to explain how the early beginnings of springtime affect me, with the 
new smells and feel in the air, yet there is also an inner reformation a-
happening as I reconsider who I am.  Even within the culture of 
farming, not having financially focused crops positions me in another 
category.  Cultivating the land for food is seen as a hobby which is so 
not what this is for me.  Growing is my call to action, a labor of love in 
service of the earth, its creatures, and all people.  Not bearing the 
burden of being in large-scale agriculture, my bond to the earth 
guides me in forming a relationship to the elemental world of earth, 
water, fire, air, and the cosmic forces. The work I do sequesters 
carbon, regenerates the soil, and feeds our family (along with a few 
friends).   



 
In the past I wanted recognition from other farmers that I am like them 
and part of their circle. Even though we have a similar focus and the 
repetitive actions are the same, our intentions can be miles apart.  I 
understand the gift of small scale farming: my efforts are radically 
political.  Twisting John Lennon’s words, “What I am saying is give 
earth a chance.” What would happen if everyone began to grow and 
wildcraft more of their food, harvest more of their medicines?  In 
window boxes, or vacant plots of land?  Compost the peelings and 
leftovers? What would happen if we chose a life in connection with 
the land?  We would obviously see first hand the imbalances and 
problems that exist and getting our hands dirty, we would learn how 
to work with them because we can’t ask for a divorce!  
The earth and our world are demanding sacrifices from us now and 
this new visionary Aquarian moon asks what seeds can we plant that 
embrace the inclusive ideal?   Yes, to acceptance of all people, no 
matter their race, religion or political persuasion, but also YES to the 
earth and its creatures. Just as the Native peoples of North America 
offered a pinch of tobacco back to earth in simple gratitude for its gifts, 
I offer my blood, sweat and tears in labor together.  

“No new, miraculous technologies are necessary (to reverse 
deforestation, cut greenhouse gas emissions, heal damaged 
watersheds, and remove all the legal, social and economic 

impediments to change).  However, another kind of miracle is 
necessary to redeem the promise of these existing technologies: a 

social or political miracle.  It would doubtless require a different 
money system…It would require a wholesale shift away from 

militarism….It would require millions of people going back to the 
land to engage in small-scale, high-productivity, labor-intensive 

agriculture.”  
from The More Beautiful World Our Hearts Know is Possible by 

Charles Eisenstein 
 


