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My Lavender Journey

LIFE IS FUNNY, THE WAY IT WENDS, when small moments and unexpected bits of experience somehow coalesce into a path, into meaning, and into beauty. Looking back, I see that the meandering path I followed to arrive at farming lavender makes perfect sense.

The plant world entered my life at an early age. Poignant memories of the sweet scent of orange blossoms wafting in through the kitchen window, the resinous smell of green walnuts in their husks, and the invigorating aroma of wild mint on my grandmother’s small farm are embedded in my childhood.

I spent many summers on her farm in California’s northern San Joaquin Valley. She was surrounded by ancient vineyards and orchards; her garden was filled with nut trees, citrus, and grapes. Her soil was so sandy that in the blazing summer months, it was often a too-hot beach to my ever-present bare feet, necessitating a sprint across the fields to find relief in the nearby ditches or furrows brimming with cold irrigation water. Seeking reprieve from the long, hot summer days, I would venture to the cellar, where “Just Married” was still written in chalk on the cement wall from the day in 1932 when my grandmother, Anna, married my grandfather, Gabe. The cellar shelves were filled with a rainbow of jars of canned and fermented vegetables and fruits such as tomatoes, peaches, apricots, and sauerkraut from my grandmother’s garden. I think it was the transformation and the gift each jar held that so awed and captivated me—the burgeoning trees, vines, and stalks growing in the soil above and now the harvest stored here, patiently waiting in the cool dark. It seemed like magic.

Years later, while I was working on farms along the northern California coast and in the Sacramento Valley, it was the daily packing shed ambience of fresh-cut herbs and earth, the smell of heirloom tomatoes, ripe melons, and freshly harvested garlic getting ready for market that captivated me. It was these moments, these experiences, that I now see brought me to lavender.







[image: image]Paola on her farm, in the drying room.
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