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I dedicate this book to my parents for showing the way,
to Nate, Joe, and Elizabeth for discovering it with me,
and to Ryan for being my rock and walking with me ever since.




[image: ]

Acknowledgments

My Story

In the Kitchen

In the Bathroom

In the Bedroom

In the Nursery

In the Living Room

In the Laundry Room

In the Office

Outdoors

Now It’s Your Turn

Bibliography



[image: ]

The process of writing this book brought me more pleasure than I ever dreamed it would. My heartfelt thanks goes out to my editor at Bantam Dell, Philip Rappaport, for his tireless support and willingness to explore things like recycled papers with me. And to so many others at Bantam: Nita Taublib, Paolo Pepe, Virginia Norey, Jill Weber, Glen Edelstein, Barb Burg, Theresa Zoro, Melissa Lord, Betsy Hulsebosch, and Loren Noveck, thank you for helping to design and distribute a book that meets my goals of being accessible as well as informative. I offer huge words of thanks to my book agent, Kim Witherspoon at Inkwell Management; who allowed me to dream that I could write this book; to my publicists and good friends, Denise Arrigali and Reenie Kuhlman, whose day-to-day support means more than they know; to Robin Albin and Susan Hunter at Brash Creative for their encouragement and creative contribution; to Alan, Tera, Lisa, and Amie at CAA for their help in so many other arenas, and to my colleagues and comrades at the Organic Center, the Organic Trade Association, the Environmental Working Group; and so many other organizations for working so hard toward a greater goal every day.

This book is not the result of a year’s worth of research and writing; it is the result of a lifetime spent among people who have lived their lives with a dedication to the creation of healthy foods, continued research; or simply a more healthy and sustainable planet. Of these people, some have passed but most are still with US; and I am filled with knowledge; passion, and encouragement from their careers; their lives, and their generous spirits: Mark and Terry Retzloff; Drake Sadler, Denny Deschaine, Jonathan and Katrina Frey Mark Blumenthal; Morris Shriftman; Steve Terre, Walter Robb, Peter Roy Marci Zaroff, Robyn O’Brien, Dr. Lev Linkner, Bill Bolduc, Peter and Betsey Murray, Vic and Martha Leabu, and Jim and Marylee Fuchs.

Of course, I would be a different person today were it not for the nearness of my family every day of my life. I thank Tom and Nancy for their love and their willingness to voyage with me. To the Prentices and the Krueger/Bolduc clans, I pray that as our families grow we find a way to give them the fresh air and wide-open spaces we enjoyed as kids. I give thanks for and to my grandparents: to Grandma and Grandpa R for teaching me how to enjoy life and for passing on this entrepreneurial spirit; and to Grandma and Grandpa S, whose love for the natural world has served as a constant reminder to me that “green” is not about headlines and certificates, it’s about living as if what you take can’t be replaced. Thank you for your lessons and your encouragement.

I owe an enormous amount to my parents, who gave up so much so that we could live the life we were blessed with. Your dedication and exploration empowered four children to go among others and live according to the practices and ideals we learned under your roof. You two have been my leaders and my best friends.

To my siblings, Nate, Joe, and Elizabeth, I say this: it has been one of my greatest pleasures growing up and growing older with each of you. As I watch you carve your ways in this world still using sustainable energies and materials, local and organic foods, and lighter living as your compass, you inspire me to do more and to live better. I know it’s not easy to have your family stories splashed across all media platforms, but you’ve ridden this wave with me and have kept me grounded and honest.

And finally, to my husband, Ryan: every day I am astounded by your steadfast support, your ability to adapt, and your willingness to travel this road together—even when it means giving up things you once loved. Thank you for your unwavering encouragement, for letting me be who I am, and for journeying with me. I couldn’t do it without you.
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My unusual upbringing and family story are fundamental to who I have become. These days, what fuels my passion and activism are not only the changes I see happening in the world around me, but also the way I was raised and the environmental lessons my parents taught as I was growing up. For this reason, any time I speak to an audience, whether through television or on stage, whether I’m talking about ways people can create healthier homes or how businesses can green their practices, I always start out with a primer on my upbringing. And the first line of my story is almost always “I grew up in a home that was different from most.” But I started wondering one day if I was exaggerating. Maybe most people’s homes were a little like mine, and they lived off the land the way I did growing up. When I tell the story I’m not trying to imply that my family’s lifestyle was better than everyone else’s, just that it probably was different; and, in truth, it was likely more sustainable. And though it was also rough and tough in many senses, we were doing our best to live in a low-impact way and in tune with nature, or to be “harmonious” with the world around, to use a family term.

In the pages that follow, you’ll learn about all that, but you’ll also discover that as I grew older I fell off the eco trail for a short while. I didn’t intend to, but it didn’t take long before I could feel the difference and it was the process of getting back on track that proved ultimately to be my most valuable lesson. I learned a lot about myself, and about how to get back to a more natural state of living, about what works and what in particular is easy for people who are just starting out and moving toward greener, more natural living.

I also learned that there is no such thing as perfect. My parents weren’t perfect, I’m certainly not, and I won’t ever expect you to be. Choosing to live more sustainably isn’t one-size-fits-all and it’s not all-or-nothing. It’s about a series of small steps and changes toward greater health and harmony. I was lucky; my parents started taking those steps before I even came into this world.

My Upbringing

I was born at home, in my parents’ bed. There weren’t many naturopathic Ob/Gyn’s at the time, and home births were not very common, but my parents found someone they trusted—someone who would make house calls and home deliveries—so that our first breaths wouldn’t be in the sterile environment of a hospital. My older brother took a long time to come into this world. Dr. Vander Yacht napped on the couch off and on for the final six of the twenty-six hours that my mom labored. About two years later I was a little quicker, but without any meds at all my mom felt every moment of my birth. At the time, we were living in a small house in downtown Ann Arbor, Michigan. Ann Arbor, home to the University of Michigan, is a town made up of educated, liberal nature lovers. Not everyone there fits this snapshot, of course, but with over one-quarter of city residents employed by the university, definitely more so than average. The city is known for, among other things, an internationally recognized art fair and the “Hash Bash,” during which possession of marijuana used to be punished only by a five-dollar fine. (The fine has since increased considerably.)

And it was into this offbeat Ann Arbor community that I was born. At the time, in July of 1976, my parents were already deeply involved in the booming natural products and natural foods movement, a movement that would later help birth the “green movement” of today. My dad, Tim Redmond, was raised in Birmingham, Michigan, an affluent suburb of Detroit, as the younger of two sons of a successful businessman. His dad, my grandfather, had founded a company dealing in industrial rubber in the auto capital of the world, Detroit, prior to the Second World War. He and my grandmother and the two boys lived quite a comfortable life in the postwar years. My dad went to college to study business but came out with a degree in English literature and education. So after college, rather than taking over his father’s business, which would have immediately provided a certain level of prominence and comfort, Tim announced to his much-chagrined father that he wanted to “do his own thing” and that his intentions were to save the world … through food.

My mom, Pattie, was the daughter of an accountant/economist and a nursery school music teacher. For most of his career, my maternal grandfather worked for U.S. Steel in New York City. My mother grew up with two sisters in a home in Princeton, New Jersey, where dinner table conversations centered on serious matters like religion and politics, punctuated by a lot of girlish giggling. Pattie followed her older sister Judy to Ann Arbor in 1970 when Judy needed a nanny and my mom needed a break from college.

It didn’t take long for Pattie’s and Tim’s worlds to intersect on the city sidewalks of Ann Arbor.

Around this same time, a Japanese man named Michio Kushi was beginning to teach about a lifestyle and food practice called macrobiotics. Macrobiotics is a Greek word meaning “great life” or “whole life” and was first used by the father of medicine himself, Hippocrates. Kushi’s mentor George Ohsawa, the founder of macrobiotics, had in the early 1900s used a regimen of holistic living and pure, natural foods to cure himself of lung tuberculosis. He became resolute in his belief in the power of whole and living foods, and went on to teach others about this practice that he called macrobiotics. Ohsawa believed there was a second layer to “food is health,” and that is that “health is the key to peace.” He thought that if we could all return to a traditional diet of whole and natural foods, humanity would become more peaceful by reclaiming our physical and mental balance. Michio Kushi and a few of George Ohsawa’s other early followers took his teachings to Germany France, Brazil, and the United States.

And this is where I (or my parents) come back into the picture. Around the time my dad was making the announcement about his intentions to save the world through food, he was spending time in Boston training under Michio Kushi, learning the principles of macrobiotics and natural foods. Tim came back to Ann Arbor in 1970 and, in the entrepreneurial fashion of his father, cofounded a macrobiotic natural food business called Eden Foods. (One of his buddies and Eden cofounder at the time, coincidentally was Mark Retzloff, who later went on to cofound Horizon Organic Dairy the company that first brought organic milk to America’s food stores.) Eden, now an internationally respected name in the organic food business, started off as a simple natural-foods buying club, then grew into a retail store, and grew again into a distributor and processor. In step with increasing demand from the burgeoning number of young back-to-the-landers and readers of Stewart Brand’s Whole Earth Catalog and Robert Rodale’s Organic Gardening magazine, my dad forged relationships with farmers and food producers who were growing and processing whole and natural foods that were synonymous with the macrobiotic diet. In the early 1970s, well before organic farming on a commercial scale really existed, my dad and his group had a vision for a company based on sustainable agriculture and the distribution of natural foods: whole grains, stone-ground flours, unfiltered oils, beans, seeds, nuts, sea vegetables, and other unprocessed, unrefined foods. “Real” foods, they called them. Their vision was to change the way America eats—to get Americans off Twinkies and Coca-Cola, and to create a better world through healthier living. At first there was just a co-op of people who wanted these foods, but that quickly changed and Eden Foods grew in 1976 to include a distribution warehouse and small fleet of trucks, located outside of town, and a restaurant and storefront in downtown Ann Arbor. My mom, by now married with a toddler and another (me) on the way, worked alongside my dad and honed her green thumb growing organic sprouts in the basement at home for our store and a few others around town.

And then I came into the world, making our little green family a foursome, and growing the Eden family business by another. My dad’s original partner was his brother-in-law, and as the little company grew, the people working there generally related to each other as brothers and sisters and peers. We lived near one another, shared meals together, and played together as kids. Nate, my brother, smart for his years already at age six, was manning the register at the store, making change for customers. I had it much easier. I rooted raisins out of barrels, ordered up the “daddy’s special” sandwich (a hand-fired whole wheat chapatti filled with hummus, Muenster cheese, cucumbers, and sprouts and sprinkled with Herbamare—a sea vegetable, herb, and salt mixture) in the deli, and wagged my chubby little fingers at the customers who came in to stock their healthy kitchens.

Our family was a good illustration for healthy living, yet every now and then meals of brown rice and vegetables were punctuated with a pint of Häagen-Dazs ice cream, a heavily sugared dairy food considered unbalanced and extreme in the macrobiotic diet. I imagine my mom and dad, still very young, in their kitchen with the curtains drawn, enjoying this infrequent guilty pleasure. While the ice cream itself was unbalanced and too “yin,” having an occasional bite or two of forbidden fruit allowed them to live with balance, something very important in any naturalist’s lifestyle.

Our Home

A few more years into this life, my parents wanted to have more children, and were starting to form a vision that involved raising their family in the country, with fewer modern conveniences but a greater connection to nature and the simplicity and freedom that it could bring. My mom’s two sisters and their husbands, both involved in some capacity with natural foods and getting back to the land, were living in or near Ann Arbor at the time. One of her sisters decided to go in on a plot of land with my parents and my mom’s parents, just recently moved to Ann Arbor from Princeton. My uncle David was a builder, so he and his team built the three passive solar, energy efficient, native white cedar-sided homes, on a cleared section of about twenty acres, with a lake and twenty-five more acres of woods and meadows surrounding. We were less than thirty minutes outside of Ann Arbor, but it seemed we had found a little piece of wilderness, just a marathon’s distance from city life. My aunt and uncle and their kids moved into one house on the lake, and my grandparents moved into the other. We—my dad, mom, brother, and I—lived in the third house, on top of a small hill, just a short walk’s distance from the other two homes. Eventually, two kids became four in our family, when my brother Joe was born a year or so after we moved in and sister Elizabeth followed four years after that.

If my upbringing wasn’t already much different from your own, here are where the standout differences begin. We spent weekends in a small pop-up camper while we were building our home so we could all pitch in during the building process, and finally moved into the house when it had four walls and a roof. A ramp stood in for a lower set of stairs, a front door wasn’t added until months later, the indoor plumbing wasn’t fully operational the first month or so, and yet it was home. The house was a tri-level with a woodstove inside and solar hot water panels on a south-facing hill outside. The first floor consisted of my parents’ bedroom, a bathroom, the kitchen, and, off the sitting area, a connected greenhouse on the south side of the house. The floors were solid hardwood, as was the beamed ceiling, and there were rough twelve-inch-square oak posts that went from the floor to the ceiling. The kitchen and sitting area were the heart of our home—with the woodstove serving as the main source of heat through years of harsh Michigan winters. The second level had a living room and wood-paneled den, and upstairs there was a bath, a big bedroom, an open reading area, and an office. The single bedroom became two bedrooms once Joe was born, and the office eventually became a third after Elizabeth joined us. It felt huge, spacious, and airy to me, but it wasn’t so big at all compared to today’s overblown standards or even a typical suburban home of the time.

The greenhouse was constructed of a glass roof and sloped glass walls. It served two important functions: a place to sprout plants from seeds so they could grow before being transplanted into the vegetable garden, and the second source of heat. Without a furnace, we relied on the woodstove and the collected solar heat from the greenhouse to keep us warm when the temperature outside dropped. In the colder months we would keep the door between the house and the greenhouse closed until midmorning, when the sun had been up for several hours and heat had started to gather in the greenhouse. I remember as a child watching the thermometer on the other side of the sliding glass door until it rose to a temperature higher than that of the house, indicating that it was time to throw open the door and let the heat flood in. Of course, as the sun began to dip down and the greenhouse was no longer warm, the door would be closed until the same time the next day. The most phenomenal part is that my parents designed the house so that even if it was only 2 degrees Fahrenheit outside, the sun’s rays shining into the greenhouse would generate enough heat to flow into our home and keep us warm. In the summer months, because collecting the sun’s warmth was not what we wanted, we draped a white canvas over the greenhouse roof to keep the heat from accumulating.

Our kitchen was stocked with healthy, unprocessed foods, mostly items my dad brought home; some of the rest we grew ourselves in one of our many gardens. My mom’s primary focus, now with four kids and a home away from city conveniences, was raising a family on the most nutritious and simple foods possible in a nurturing, healthy environment. Dinners in the summer came mostly from the organic gardens. Everything from potatoes, greens, and corn to currants, melons, and herbs came from these gardens. We ate like kings and queens from late spring through mid-fall, and froze and jarred extras through the plentiful months so we could enjoy the just-picked freshness (and nutritious qualities “fresh” frozen can have) even after a chill set in.

With my cousins living just down the hill and my grandparents only a few steps farther away, it was a family affair of the best kind. We lived in a secluded family community where we could run barefoot from house to house, swap cucumbers for beets when one harvest was especially good, take picnics in the woods together, and ski through endless wooded trails in the winter. It was “simple” living at its finest.

Dirty Chores

But it had its share of hardships too. Maybe not hardships so much, but chores—dirty chores. I remember distinctly the job of taking out the compost. We had a stainless steel bowl that we kept on the countertop. It took us a while to decide to fit a lid to the bowl to keep the fruit flies from gathering and the slightly decaying food from smelling up the kitchen. It was my job to take the compost bowl from its home next to the kitchen sink and dump it in one of two locations outside: the bin by the back door or the heap at the far end of the vegetable garden. The bin was the convenient spot used most often for quick dumps from the kitchen. The heap was actually a pair of heaps where the aforementioned bin was dumped, as well as all of our yard waste.

I didn’t mind trips to the heap because it meant that I got to linger in the mint patch on my way back, a soothing area that cleansed your nostrils and freshened your breath if you decided to nibble on a few of the gritty leaves. But it was a long way to walk carrying a stinky bowl full of gooey ripe, decomposing kitchen scraps with arms too short to hold it a safe distance from my nose. Well before my age reached double digits, I had it all figured out. I could curl my upper lip up enough that it actually plugged my nose and, once at the pile, I’d quickly overturn the bowl, flinging the waste away from me a bit and, at the same time, jumping back to avoid the inevitable splatter on my bare feet. Then there was the thump thump thump that was required to get the stuck-on banana peels, apple cores, and lettuce leaves to unglue and drop into the pile.

Finally, with the dirty but empty bowl in hand, came the reward—that lovely, drawn-out moment of picking peppermint and spearmint leaves and placing them on my tongue, then sucking out the minty flavors. It seems like a small reward for such a big job, but I didn’t mind one bit.

Low-Impact Living

My parents had this much figured out: take away the common comforts and conveniences of modern living and you quickly learn to fend for yourself. But, more than that, you learn to value and appreciate the smallest conveniences, rather than coming to rely so heavily on them. Your hands get dirty, your back gets sore, but you reap the reward daily. As kids, though we were small, there was a lot expected of us. Taking out the compost was just one of the many small jobs. We did dishes, pulled weeds, cleaned floors, raked leaves, picked vegetables, and performed a host of other tasks required to run a low-impact home. We also were only vaguely aware of a lot of the comforts that others had, so we didn’t miss them.

My parents saw themselves as stewards of the land. We consumed less, which meant less waste; we ate few store-bought foods, which meant less processed products and chemical ingredients; we used limited amounts of electricity, water, and other precious resources, which meant we were helping to protect the land on which and from which we lived. While it sounds like a life of scarcity and deprivation, what we weren’t short on was inspiration, enthusiasm, ideas, health, and happiness.

And what I didn’t realize at the time was the impact that all of this was having on us kids. What seemed like an insignificant and dirty little job, carting the compost bowl to the compost pile, was actually my parents’ way of assuring that their growing family was not only producing the least amount of waste possible (by turning kitchen scraps into free fertilizer instead of littering a landfill with them enclosed in plastic garbage bags) but that we were learning life skills and valuable lessons about protecting the earth in as many ways as possible.

Food

There are three things that I remember most strikingly about my childhood: faith, food, and family community. As Christians we had a strong faith, and we were taught to be honest, respectful, kind to others, and kind to the earth. Aside from that, though, food was the central focus of our life. We grew it, cooked it, shared it, ate it, talked about it, used it for healing, and, as it was also the source of my dad’s income, counted on it for our health and livelihood.

That may sound grandiose, but it was true. Food is life sustaining, if you’ll allow it to be. It has character, balance, sensitivity, and the ability to heal or harm, but it takes being in tune enough with your body to know which foods to eat in order to heal and not cause harm.

As you can well imagine, the foods we ate were quite different from what most people were eating at the time. While other kids my age were downing their Sugar Smacks and brownies, we adhered most closely to a macrobiotic diet, eventually adding in a little meat but sticking to meals involving cooked vegetables, whole grains like bulgur and brown rice, sea vegetables like nori and kombu, and magnificent stir fries and salads from our gardens. While my dad was out distributing natural foods for people across this country, my mom was in charge of our home kitchen. She made our baby food by hand, baked breads from scratch (even grinding her own flour), sweetened her homemade desserts with fruit juice or honey instead of harder-to-digest refined sugar, and canned and froze harvests from the garden and neighboring farms so we could enjoy fresh foods year round. She even became the inventor of our beverage of choice—“tea ‘n’ juice mix.” As kids we naturally liked juice, or we thought we did, though I don’t know that we ever had much of it straight out of a bottle. What she bought was always 100 percent real juice, but even that was too sweet for us, so my mom began the ritual of brewing an herbal (caffeine-free) tea in the morning—Celestial Seasoning’s Red Zinger was a favorite—and then mixing it into the apple juice to create tea ‘n’ juice mix. The fruit sugars were cut in half and we loved it.

We learned lessons from food too. I remember going to friends’ houses for overnights and play dates. And my mom would say to us, “Laura’s mom is probably going to make those peanut-buttery caramel brownie bars”… foods we obviously didn’t get to eat at home. And then she would assure us that it was okay to have one if we felt like it, but to pay close attention to how it made us feel: Did we feel hyped up at first and then low on energy an hour later? Did it give one of us a headache and make the other feel like taking a nap? Did it make us bounce off the walls or hurt our stomachs? It was an experiential situation, like everything else in our lives. And later, when we returned from Laura’s house, we would talk about why we don’t eat foods like that in our family—because they don’t make you feel great, they do your body no good, and so, aside from the occasional indulgence, they may as well be ignored. Because of this, I never felt deprived growing up. I experienced junk foods that other kids were eating and decided on my own that I didn’t like them. Now, this doesn’t mean that none of us ever got cravings, and we had plenty of opportunities to sneak chocolate milk in the school cafeteria or, better yet, a brownie or doughnut, but for the most part we chose not to eat it because we truly didn’t want it. For the most part. I do remember a time a few years later, though, when Nate developed a dietary science experiment on a rat and decided to feed him nothing but powdered doughnuts to see what would happen to him. One evening a package of the powdered doughnuts, purchased specifically for the rat, was sitting on the table inside the front door so Nate would remember to take them to school in the morning. But come morning the doughnuts were nowhere to be found. It didn’t take long to figure out that my younger brother, Joe, had let a sweet tooth and craving for junk get the best of him. He confessed to eating the doughnuts—the whole package—and we all had a good laugh over it.

By the time my life reached into the double digits, my dad’s focus was beginning to spread beyond Eden Foods. He spent some time in Japan studying the local foods, in particular tonyu, milk made out of a soybean. By the late 1980s he was introducing America’s first mass-produced soymilk to supermarkets across the United States. And a few years after that, he was developing a natural fruit and vegetable juice combination called Vruit (Veggies + Fruit = Vruit). My brothers and sister and I were the test kids for all kinds of new soymilk and juice combinations. We slurped down unmarked formulations of carob and vanilla soymilks and apple-carrot juice. I remember these “test days” distinctly. My dad would pull out his video camera, the size of a suitcase, and introduce each scene with his favorite saying, “The typical American family, around the table enjoying some soymilk.” We were anything but) Even so, we sipped and shared our opinions, and believed wholeheartedly that the formulations for EdenSoy and Vruit were based on our opinions and favorites. The videos still come out at the occasional family gathering.

Family and Community

The other thing that I remember distinctly about my upbringing was the community sense we had on this little family commune. My mom and her sister helped each other so naturally with every element of daily life. One would do the run to the bus stop (it was almost a mile away) one day and the other would do it the next. They would dress up as cleaning fairies and tromp through the woods to each other’s houses to check on how the kids had performed their cleaning duties. (That never really inspired us to clean better; it just threw us into fits of laughter.) They shared food and trips into the city. As kids, being a good distance from town and our classmates, we spent most of our time playing with each other over the long lazy days of summer. And in the winter we got up many weekend mornings, put on our cross-country skis and warm gear, and gathered for long treks out in the pine forest.

Through all of this my grandma and grandpa (my mom’s parents, who had retired early and moved from their Princeton neighborhood to join their kids and grandkids in the rural Michigan lifestyle) were there. I was a talkative child, especially as a toddler, so when my mom tired of hearing my endless chatter, she’d send me down the hill to Grandma’s house. There I would sweep floors with her or help them both out in the garden, chattering away to their never-tired ears. My grandparents were both happiest in their garden. They had an enormous organic fruit and vegetable patch that measured about a third of an acre. And they spent their days tending to it. The two of them, my grandfather in particular, were environmentalists through and through. “Environmentalist” might not even be the right word, because it was simpler than that. They were stewards to God’s creation, and the way they lived was guided by a sense of responsibility, an understanding that they didn’t need to overconsume, and from a desire to live simply, off the land. They collected rainwater to use on their gardens, chopped up fallen trees for firewood, mowed with a turn-blade manual mower, and avoided chemical fertilizers and pesticides, which would poison their bodies and the earth, at all costs.

Lessons Learned from Grandma and Grandpa

My grandma patiently helped us learn how to sew, bake, can, play the piano, and distinguish a weed from a flower or a vegetable seedling, and through it all, she had a talent for listening to us talk for hours on end. She still does all of those things. My grandpa was quieter. He could tirelessly work for hours upon hours in his vegetable patches and beamed happiness when anyone would join him there or in his daily chores of running an efficient home. He told clever, witty jokes and loved nature in a way I didn’t appreciate enough as a youngster. But today, seeing the throngs of people trying so hard to proclaim their love for “hugging trees,” I know that he was a man ahead of his time. He was, as a T-shirt one of our neighbors gave him said, “outstanding in his field,” quite literally and figuratively.

My grandparents understood the necessity of treading lightly on this fragile planet, and that you could achieve a respectable output even with very little input. My grandfather was an economist, so he would do the math and forecast the lack of resources imminent in our future with current consumption trends. He calculated exactly how long the water in his well could last, how many tomatoes he could grow if he continued or changed his methods, and how long our nation, in this bigger picture of a global economy, could sustain itself with and without significant change. And on his small patch in Michigan, he was making a difference.

They knew that they were inspiring a younger generation to continue down the path we were living at that moment, which was the second reason why they lived the way they did. They understood that by engaging us in their lives—helping in the garden; catching tadpoles in the rain barrel; storing rainwater in the crawl space; using urine and plants, instead of chemicals, to deter deer and pests; cooking and canning with foods grown there or in nearby farms; and, maybe most important, taking the time to explain each of these activities over a meal or a snack—we would become instilled with the same sense of responsibility and desire for nurturing the earth.

Propelled into Adulthood

Through all of this, my family didn’t teach me only how to live green according to today’s standards, they taught me why to live green. I grew up empowered by my parents and my grandparents with an understanding of the profound impact our daily actions have on the earth—the soil, water, and air—and ultimately on future generations. Today some people call it green living, but I have the perspective of a youth spent on a naturalist family cooperative, a fresh living perspective. In order to be healthy, raise a healthy family, and leave behind a healthy planet, you must think enough of others to make changes in your world today. Living selfishly for today, consuming and polluting, isn’t going to get us there. I call it respectful living and healthy living; healthy both for us as individuals and for our future generations who will inherit our planet.

Though we thought we had discovered the fountain of youth in all those organic, living foods, life evolved, time moved on, and we each grew older. We eventually moved to a new house to be a little closer to town, got new neighbors and friends, discovered new pursuits, yet through it my dad continued to heed the call for responsible and healthy food production. His newest company, Blue Horizon Organic, was created with the belief that farmed sea animals are the next frontier for organic methods certification. My mom, who made sure four kids’ bruises were treated with arnica, sniffles with goldenseal, and outlooks with a sunny disposition, always willing to embrace anything natural, healthy, or eco, found her own professional calling. Today she is a designer, helping clients create kitchens with as much warmth as the one she created for our family. My oldest brother, Nate, went off to the University of Michigan and then to Harvard. He works in investments, with a keen eye toward environmental businesses. Joe got a degree in horticulture and works for Whole Foods, helping to connect local growers and producers with consumers by way of the grocery store aisle. Elizabeth went to college to study art and design, with a focus on sustainable materials, and has since created a floor tile that generates energy using one’s footsteps. And I… I went off to college to pursue theater and television and, being the daughter of free-minded parents, was allowed to do just that. I’ll never forget the day I went for my college entrance interview. My goal was to get degrees in telecommunications and theater, and I wanted to do both in four years or less. I was sitting before the department heads of the theater program and was asked what my future goals were. I thought for a moment and then, out of nowhere, told them that one day I wanted to run my own theater. To this day I’m not sure where that answer came from, but its spirit rings true to my family background and my individual longings. One of the professors turned to another and said, “Sounds like we have an entrepreneur on our hands.” They were right.

In my family, we learned that if the way that is right, true, clean, safe, and healthy isn’t already paved—pave it. This has been my goal. It’s why I created the first natural-living prime-time TV series in the United States just a handful of years ago, and a second one a year later, and it’s why I am writing this book today.

I went to college and graduated with both degrees, in four years as I had hoped. And I did my best to live according to my upbringing. I remember heading into the student union club one of the first days of my freshman year. I was less than pleased to see that the offerings amounted to a few fast-food chains and a little store. So I started through the line with my friends and finally landed at a burger joint. I asked them
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