
To Whom It May Concern, 
Give a man some vegetables and he’ll eat them begrudgingly. Teach a man to garden and he’ll swallow them 
with pride. That is not to say that Green Corps is just vegetable production. After all, paintings are not about 
paint. The program—our program—is not just about changing menus, it’s about changing hearts and minds. 
It’s easy to lose tack of this in the prideful high of seeing what was once barren now lush with edible beauty, 
but in our elation we must always remember our mission. We must remember that our plants are the means, 
not the ends. I feel strongly about this because of my own experience in Green Corps. It has been meaningful 
and transformative—I have grown with the program just as it has grown with me—and I hope that this letter 
can help convey that. 
 About 14 months ago, I needed a job. I needed it bad enough that I was willing to put aside my 
values—health, sustainability, environmental justice—to take a job as a pizza delivery boy, slinging fat-filled 
fast food out of a smog-fuming machine. It couldn’t be so bad, right? The job was offered to me, and I was 
about to take it. Then I interviewed with Green Corps. As soon as I left the interview, my heart was telling me 
that this was the job. In those minutes, I talked with Hunter and Rachel about food and sustainability, 
wilderness and its conversation—all the things I really cared about—and when I thought of spending my days 
actively counteracting those ideals for the sake of having a job, well, the choice was clear. This is the first 
reason I am thankful about this program: it kept me out of the destructive machine of fast food and instead put 
my energies to work in the careful cultivation of good food. 
 However, without the right knowledge and experience I could only ever support sustainable food in 
theory. Even with all of our research and lessons, it was actually the hours I spent working in the garden that 
truly taught me how to make it real, to walk the proverbial walk. We were quickly learning so much that I 
soon resolved to make my own garden, to extend my environmental learning to my home life. That entire 
winter I enjoyed dozens of leafy dishes, and not once had to buy lettuce from the store. Plus, because I had 
taken care of the garden myself—cheering it on from sprout to salad—it just tasted better. This is my second 
reason to be thankful: I learned how to work in sustainability and also how to live it. But the benefits of my 
experience with Green Corps did not stop with my own life. 
 This is my third reason for thanks: Green Corps has given me the means and the opportunity to pass on 
the knowledge and skills I’ve gained. This clearly happens in my new role as Student Manager. However, 
even in my first year I found the opportunity to teach (or sometimes to pontificate at) my friends and family 
about urban gardening and sustainability, and to help a few start their own gardens. Now, every day I get to 
spend time with our student workers and pass on what I’ve learned. I get to see their excitement about the 
same things that a year ago expanded my own eager mind. It is at these times, with all fourteen of our hands 
dirty and all seven of our faces smiling, that I realize how special this opportunity is. As rewarding as my own 
experience has been, being able to facilitate that for others is a far greater prize. It also has a greater impact 
through the efforts and commitment of our students, who are empowering themselves to achieve far more than 
Hunter or I could on our own. Even if I become impatient with our slow progress, this fact reminds me not to 
rush it. For each task we complete without them is a lost learning experience. Education, I remember, is not a 
factory, and Green Corps is not a factory farm. 
 Green Corps is not just about gardening, but gardening is an essential ingredient. It is the also the point 
of departure—or rather, the point of connection. It is where I formalized by connection to the earth’s natural 
systems, and it is where others (including our student workers right now) are discovering their own. It is much 
like our efforts to recycle: each sheet of paper diverted from the can be fed back into the system, while each 
missed item is lost forever. I feel this same sense of urgency about the students here—those in our program 
and outside of it. Each person we touch enters our corps of problem-solvers. Every opportunity missed, 
though, risks a mind being passively lost into the vast ranks of the unknowing problem-makers. We are not 
the only path of escape, but we are unfortunately still one of the few. I am immensely grateful for the 
experiences you all have made possible for me, and I hope that together we can continue to make them 
possible for students well into the future. 
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