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For the last decade, life has handed me and my tribe 

some pretty epic uphill climbs. Some days, the exhaus-

tion and uncertainty have felt massive, but over time, it 

has become beautifully obvious that we were sent up the 

exact mountains we were intended to summit.

I’ve had ten years of living a life dedicated to learning as 

much as I can about growing food, both on our 5-acre 

market farm and now in our urban yard; growing 

humans who are both typically and atypically develop-

ing; and growing myself through mindfulness, gentle-

ness and love. 

I started this publication because I couldn’t find a 

space where I felt free to learn and grow without the 

pressure of perfection. Images on websites, blogs, 

Instagram and magazines show the obvious ideals, 

but my life has always been more about the beautiful 

complexities of being a functional hot mess, and I 

craved a space to celebrate that. 

In the House of Huckleberry we will be bringing you sci-

ence, research, experiences, thoughts and feelings. And 

we’ll weave them all together into an accessible, digest-

ible, warm and cozy tapestry. 

When you join our community, you’re not just receiv-

ing our quarterly magazines and weekly digital content, 

you’re also gaining access to additional learning and 

encouragement opportunities, both online and within 

our carefully curated gatherings.

We are safe. 

We are honest.

We are inclusive.

We are humble.

We are encouraging.

We are The House of Huckleberry.
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Erica, I’m grateful for you. I’m grateful to have found you. I’m a better chick now that 

you’re in my life and Huckleberry will be become something even greater with you driving 

with me. I’m so damn proud to be your friend and business partner and I am beyond 

stoked to see what we can accomplish together. I’m thinking it’s going to be radical.

The superwoman idealism that is plaguing women in 

today’s world struck me early on in my mothering and 

professional career. The pressure to be everything to 

everyone was real and it was big. Lucky for me, I was 

forced into a more realistic diagram of doability when 

I was diagnosed with my muscle disease four years ago.

I had to begin living within measurable boundaries 

of not over doing all while staying focused on doing 

enough to keep myself and family functioning. One 

of the most profound lessons my diagnosis gifted to 

me was the awakening to the power one can receive 

when they ask for help. Realizing that I couldn’t do 

everything I wanted to do with this world on my own 

was so uncomfortable at first. I felt shame. I felt a 

total lack of control. I felt unworthy of being called 

a “success." But what soon grew from the shame was 

the realization that it takes more courage to surren-

der and stay humble than it does to power through, 

over-book and over do. 

After I started The House of Huckleberry I realized 

early on that my work ethic and passionate drive 

weren’t going to be enough to do this project jus-

tice. To live the life that we preach and value within 

the pages of Huck takes time and care, asking life to 

breathe slower than our current climate of working 

women are generally allowed to participate in.

What I needed, what Huckleberry needed, was 

a partner who shared similar values and vision. 

Someone who understood what it was like to raise 

and grow humans, a family, a marriage, herself. 

Someone who knew the pulls and yanks of man-

aging her own passions with the demands of her 

family’s needs and asks. Someone I felt safe with to 

choose courage and surrender to.

Erica Martin. My Erica. Our Erica. We found her 

and we got her.

Together we are tackling and exploring this publi-

cation world while raising our six (almost 7) babies. 

We are learning what works and what doesn’t work 

as editors, as content creators, as creative directors.

We are discovering how to bend and flex with our 

growth and with one another. We’re becoming a 

village of support and encouragement and knowl-

edge and love for each other’s souls, for our fami-

lies and for our Huckleberry community.

How grateful I am, for the Universe gifting me 

with my muscle disease. For teaching me that 

partnering, collaboration, sharing and staying 

humble and human is more rewarding and more 

powerful than any superwoman roar. 
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Growing Food
Cultivating an intimacy with our earth and our food
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Just when you think you’ve nailed your season, Mother Nature will pick you up 

and sit your tush in the corner. 

I view that as an opportunity to practice how to be flexible, how to take deep 

breaths, how to think on our feet, be curious, be a learner, forgive ourselves, 

honor ourselves and learn to feel ok simply not feeling ok. It’s incredibly pow-

erful and such a beautiful release of pressure.

It is with that practice in mind, the practice of feeling ok not feeling ok, that I 

share Huckleberry’s Garden Challenges and Triumphs with you. 

It took about five years of growing before 

I realized the idea of perfectionism for a food grower 

is a soul crushing venture. 
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Growing food in my urban garden has been a 

totally different experience than any of my previous 

years of growing. I’ve always grown in soil that was 

mounded and raised straight from the earth, not in 

permanent bed structures as I have now. And while 

I am confident in a few years, once I get my ratios 

figured out, I will have more confidence in my soil’s 

abilities, last year and even this year I have been 

frustrated at the lack of life my soil is able to give 

to my plants. I’ve been practicing patience: unlike 

much of our Insta-culture, curating a living, thriv-

ing soil can take years to accomplish. 

Challenges

Soil

Early season 
bug protection

Every year, for the last decade, I have had white 

cabbage moths sharing my cauliflower and cab-

bages. The best way to prevent them from harm-

ing the brassicas (vegetable family including 

cabbages, cauliflower, broccoli, kholrabi, kale, 

etc) is by not allowing them to lay their eggs early 

in the season. One does this by installing a row 

of insect cover over the raised bed containing the 

brassicas. Did I put up my row covers this year? 

No, no I did not. Do I have damage to my cau-

liflower and cabbages? Yes, yes I sure do. Will 

I remember to put up my row covers next year, 

before I spot our first white moth? Maybe!
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This summer has been on the chillier side for those 

of us in the Northwest. We didn't have any truly hot 

temperatures until mid July and because of that-

some of my heat loving crops were unhappy; espe-

cially my peppers. A few of my Bell pepper plants 

had some leaf curl to them and while this can be a 

sign of over watering, the general rule of thumb is 

that leaf curl in tomatoes and peppers indicates the 

plant is stressed. Luckily, by the end of July, follow-

ing a couple weeks of actual summer weather, my 

peppers bounced back and happily produced some 

damn fine fruit. 

The last two years, my summer squash production 

has been miserable. Which is ironic as they have 

always been such a breeze for me to grow excess of 

in the past. The growth of the plants this year are 

stunted and I’m experiencing a lot of blossom-end 

rot. I have given the plants extra calcium in hopes 

to conquer the blossom-end rot and I added more 

lime to their bed.  I also have been feeding them 

some extra nutrients, to help give them a boost. 

In the cucumber beds, the pH has played a role in 

leaving the plants more suseptible to diseases. My 

first go-round of plantings were all very unhappy 

and filled with yuck. I pulled them out, found a new 

area in the garden with a more balanced pH and my 

second plantings had an amazing yield of fruit.

Proper pH in my 
squash beds

Leaf Curl
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Overall, this year has produced a wonderful crop 

of cucumbers, cabbage, cauliflowers, green beans, 

pumpkins, melons, tomatoes, cherry tomatoes, late 

season kale, fennel, cutting flowers, Dahlias and 

more nasturtium than I thought possible. 

Looking forward to 2019!

Triumphs
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Challenges

Triumphs

Your

Your
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space to crawl. If you don’t have a lot 

of extra space to give them, I have 

two radical ways to train them in a 

smaller urban garden.

Trellis! Get yourself a hardy trellis and 

have the pumps grow UP! Make sure 

to pay mind to what variety you choose 

to grow up. The massive pumpkins, 

and even most jack-o-lantern pump-

kins won’t do well growing up as they 

are likely to pull most trellises down. 

But for any of the medium to smaller 

pumpkins, growing up on a trellis is a 

perfect solution.

The other method that I use every 

year is a technique started by North 

America’s first residents, the Native 

Americans, called “The Three Sisters.” 

Back when the European settlers 

came to America in the 1600’s, they 

were clueless how to grow crops in 

their new environment. It was the 

Wampanoag tribe that taught them 

about successful agricultural practices 

on North America’s East coast and 

because of this generosity of spirit, 

the settlers were able to survive and 

colonize. The Three Sisters growing 

practice was one of the most widely 

used growing practices by both Native 

Americans and the settlers. 

The Three Sisters practice utilizes 

corn, beans and squash (summer, 

winter and/or pumpkins) to cre-

ate a symbiotic relationship between 

There are few things more magi-

cal to me than the mighty pump-

kin. They’re radically fun to grow, 

they’re super fun to craft and create 

with and they’re insanely delicious to 

consume. For the last decade, grow-

ing pumpkins in our gardens has 

been one of my favorite things about 

growing. No joke. I am obsessed.

Fall is the season when pumpkins 

orange up and sweeten up and 

brighten up; and while it is too late 

this year to sow your own pumpkin 

babies, my hope is that after we talk 

pumpkins, next year you will be 

stoked to bring them into your own 

yards and gardens. 

Two important bits to know about 

pumpkins beyond my own emotional 

connection to them:

ONE | Pumpkins are a part of the 

squash family—the smaller sub group 

of the winter squash clan. 

TWO | Pumpkins are actually a fruit! 

I know, I’m breaking the rules by 

including a fruit in veggie corner, but 

calm down, rules are intended to be 

broken sometimes. 

SUN VS. SHADE | Pumpkins love sun 

(try for at least 8 hours of direct sun-

light) and warm soil temperatures. 

Pick a spot where she can have both 

and she will deliver.

DIRECT SEED VS. TRANSPLANT | Pumpkins 

prefer to be directly seeded into the 

ground. They also won’t germinate 

(sprout) until the soil is at least 70 

degrees. Every year I have to practice 

impulse control as I am always wanting 

to get their seeds in the ground before I 

should. You can also transplant a seed-

ling into the ground; I recommend this 

if you have a shorter growing season. 

AMENDMENTS AND SOIL | Pumpkins are 

a wee bit needy in the nutrient category. 

But do you blame them? Look how rad 

they become! When you sow your seed 

or transplant your seedling, make sure 

you have a good amount of high qual-

ity manure and/or compost waiting for 

them in the bottom where they lie. I also 

like to hit them with a few rounds of fish 

emulsion throughout the season.

If you don’t have raised beds, make sure 

to hill your soil when you sow your seed 

or transplant your seedling. This will 

allow the soil to warm up faster and 

keeps any excess moisture from sitting 

around their roots and causing rot.

WATERING | While pumpkins do not 

like to be dry, they also really don’t 

like to be wet. Avoid standing water 

and get to know how well your soil 

holds water to determine the right 

amount of water for these picky girls. 

WIDE OR HIGH | Most pumpkins are 

vining, meaning they like to have 

Pumpkin Love Affair

VEGGIE CORNER
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the three organisms. The green beans 

and the pumpkins will use the corn 

as a trellis; the pumpkins keep pred-

ators at bay with their prickly vines 

and aid in water retention; the green 

beans absorb nitrogen from the air and 

bring it into the soil for the corn which 

requires a nitrogen-rich soil. Isn’t that 

an incredible discovery by the first 

people farming this soil?

ECONOMICAL | I don’t know if you have 

noticed, but the first few years of gar-

dening is kind of an expensive hobby. 

In fact, if you’re not cautious, your bill 

for gardening goods can easily weigh 

heavier on your pocket book than buy-

ing organic veggies at the market. There 

are a few varieties in the garden that 

easily can earn you money back and 

make your hobby feel more sustainable. 

Pumpkins are one of them. That is, if 

you’re a pumpkin nut as I am and want 

to buy out every patch and grocery store 

within ten miles of your home. Some 

favorite varieties:

The Big Fella:
Prize Winner! I haven’t actually grown 

this variety yet, only because I forget to 

order their seeds in time (someone take 

note of this and remind me!), but I hear 

they can grow up to 200 pounds!

Blue Babe:
Jarrahdale! Literally one of my favorites 

ever. Just trust me and grow some.

Reddish:
Cinderella! Again, one of my favorites, 

especially to stack on top of one another 

on our front porch. They’re the perfect 

mix of whimsy and rustic. If I was a pump-

kin, I would be the Cinderella pumpkin.

White:
Lumina and Casper. Lumina are great 

for eating as well. 

Green:
Fairytale. I dig these because they have a 

cool tone before they darken up. They 

also look rad on front porches.

Warty: 
Get all of the warty ones. Ok, maybe not 

all of them, but any of them are so much 

fun to have around.

Minis: 
Another grouping that is super fun, 

especially for the kids, to have around. 

For a few years I grew enough to hand 

out to all of our neighbors and we even 

had one year where we handed them out 

as trick or treating favors. 

Here is the thing, whichever pumpkins 

you choose to grow, they will be mag-

ical and wonderful because pumpkins 

have this aura about them that invites 

cozier days. If you can’t or won’t grow 

your own pumpkins this year or next, 

try as hard as you can, to go to the 

muddiest, most old-school pumpkin 

patch you can find—preferably on a 

cold and foggy day—and soak in the 

glory and the essense of pumpkins.
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When I started to grow vegetables for market, the most intimidating factor was how I was going to extend the length 

of my growing season to match others in the market place. In Western Oregon, where I live, our main growing season 

is from May-September, with occasional exceptions allowing us to grow freely beginning in April and creeping our fall 

growth into October/November. While some incredible growers have managed to grow year round on a commercialized 

level, the most I have pushed my abilities was March through December.

Warm Soil

Having warm soil in the summer months 

is a no-brainer, but to extend the warmth 

down below once air temperatures cool 

takes some planning. Start with:

DEEP BEDS | the deeper your beds are, 

the warmer your soil will remain.

PLASTIC ROW COVER / CATERPILLAR 

TUNNEL | Basically, you’re creating a 

mini greenhouse to sit directly on top of 

your growing bed/s. All clear plastic will 

work to a certain level, but green house 

level plastic will amplify the uv rays that 

the sun reflects onto it. 

Frost Protection

Frost is one of my favorite things Mother 

Nature gifts us in the chilly months. My veg-

etables would disagree. Frost is not welcomed 

to tender growing annuals in your garden, but 

there are a few varieties that can tolerate a light 

to moderate frost. For most of your crops, 

the best way to keep them happy and healthy 

all winter and early spring, is to cover them in 

that Caterpillar Tunnel.  The plastic also works 

to provide a safe haven away from frost. In 

colder parts of the world, outside of the Pacific 

Northwest, growers will use two layers of plastic 

to ensure proper frost protection, but if you’re 

in a more mild climate like Oregon, you can 

get away with one layer. 

Hardy Vegetable Varieties

As I said, not all annual vegetables are afraid 

of some beautiful ice crystals (frost). In fact 

there are a few varieties that prefer to grow 

in the chill. Some of the best vegetables to 

grow in your late fall/winter and early spring 

gardens are:

Broccoli
Cauliflower
Cabbage
Carrots
Beets
Onions
Kale

Lettuce
Spinach
Brussel Sprouts
Parsnips
Collard Greens
Turnips
Swiss Chard

In mid August, I clear a few beds of the tired cucumbers or sum-

mer squashes and I plant my late fall and winter crops. This 

time of year it can be challenging to find seedlings at your local 

nursery, but sometimes you can! You can also stalk a local small 

farmer and bring them homemade dinners in exchange for a few 

starts. Farmers in August are beyond exhausted and running on 

empty—this is the perfect time to give them some love in the form 

of a delicious calorie rich dinner. 

I know it may sound overwhelming or intimidating to grow 

beyond the typical growing season, but I promise you, if I can 

figure it out, so can you. Also, having fresh vegetables to add to 

your soups throughout the cozy season is just heaven.

You got this!

NECESSITIES TO SEASON 
EXTENSION:

Warm Soil

Frost Protection

Hardy Vegetable Varieties 

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER
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In Huckleberry’s kitchen, we’re building connec-

tions through food. 

Creating menus together, growing food to fit those 

menus, harvesting and washing veggies, cutting, 

prepping, making messes, cleaning up messes, set-

ting the table, sharing our peaks and pits of the day, 

washing dishes—a powerful, daily togetherness. 

We’re here to encourage you to exchange the idea 

of perfection for the reverence of laughing, sharing 

and learning together. 

A little bit about the kitchen in our 
House of Huckleberry.

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 

In Huckleberry’s kitchen, we’re building connec-

tions through food. 

Creating menus together, growing food to fit those 

menus, harvesting and washing veggies, cutting, prep-

ping, making messes, cleaning up messes, setting the 

table, sharing our highlights and pitfalls of the day, 

washing dishes—a powerful, daily togetherness. 

We’re here to encourage you to exchange the idea 

of perfection for the reverence of laughing, sharing 

and learning together. 

A little bit about the kitchen in our 
House of Huckleberry.
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 MY FAVORITE 
THING TO MAKE 
FOR MY FAMILY. 
IT’S FILLED WITH  
NOURISHMENT 
AND FLAVOR 

AND A RICHNESS 
YOU JUST CAN’T 

GET IN OTHER 
CORNERS OF 
THE KITCHEN.

TWO OF MY 
FAVORITES, CHILI 
AND VEGETABLE 
CHICKEN  SOUP, 
WILL FILL YOUR 

HOME AND 
BELLIES WITH 

SUCH WARMTH 
AND GOODNESS. 
THEY ARE GREAT 
TO MAKE AHEAD 
AND FREEZE FOR 
BUSY EVENINGS.
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Chili

Brown the beef in soup pot, when the beef is almost cooked completely, add in the 

onions and garlic and allow to sweat for five minutes.

Next, add beans and tomatoes. Stir it up, then add chili powder, cumin, pepper and 

salt.  Stir it all up again and allow to simmer for 30 minutes.  If you allow it to 

simmer up to an hour, the flavors will ripen and become richer. 

TIP: If you are able, I suggest canning your own tomatoes in glass jars. This is one of 

the vegetables that is better for us when not stored in aluminum cans. The corrosive 

nature of the tomatoes can aid in more leakage from any chemical components (BPA) found 

in the lining of aluminum cans.

What 
You'll 
Need:

Three Cans of Organic Tomato Sauce

One can of Organic Crushed Tomato

One medium sized onion, diced small

3 cloves of garlic, minced

1-2 lbs ground beef

3 cans kidney beans

2 cans black beans

1 tbsp chili powder

2 tsp cumin powder

1-2 tsp black pepper

2 tsp salt (add more later to taste)
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One Large Soup Pot

6-8 cups Bone Broth

Chicken from one large organic whole chicken

5-8 carrots

3 stalks celery

Handful green beans

1 onion

Handful of Kale

One potato per person

4 tbsp fresh parsley

1 tbsp fresh dill

Salt and pepper to taste

3 cloves garlic

2 tbsp olive oil

What You'll Need:

Chicken
Veggie Soup

Is there anything ever, in this entire world, more cozy 

than homemade chicken vegetable soup? Below is my go-to 

for creating a vegetable soup completely from your fall 

garden goodies.

In your large soup pot, warm the olive oil then add 

the garlic and onion. Cook those 5 minutes, or until 

softened. Once softened, add bone broth and all your 

chopped veggies and herbs. Bring to boil. Once she is 

boiling, turn your burner down to low and allow her to 

simmer for 30-40 minutes (once the carrots and potatoes 

are softened).

Once she is ready to roll, add your cooked chicken, 

salt and pepper to taste and serve this magical soup 

to your family.
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One Organic Whole Chicken Carcass 

(with or without the meat)

One Large Soup Pot filled most of 

the way with water.

Two large onions

One whole garlic head

3-7 carrots

A bunch of rosemary, sage, thyme, 

parsley (fresh from garden if 

possible)

1 tbsp kosher organic salt

What You'll Need:

Bone Broth
When we were in the midst of fighting off CDiff 

in our middle babe’s belly, our amazing pediatric 

naturopath included “Bone Juice” as a part of her 

daily diet. Fast forward four years to our healthy 

seven-year-old girl and we’re still creating and 

consuming Bone Broth as a family. While an entire 

article would be necessary to speak on the health 

benefits of Bone Juice, for today, I will just say, 

trust me__it will change your life. 

Put all of the ingredients into the soup pot and bring 

to boil. Once she is boiling, take it down to a gentle 

simmer and allow the bone broth to cook for 8-24 hours 

on your stove (adding extra water as necessary). The 

closer to 24 hours you allow her to stew, the more 

nutrients, flavor and richness it will contain.

Once time is up, strain out all of the solid bits and 

put the liquid into freezer safe containers. A lot of 

the time I like to put the broth in ice cube trays. Once 

frozen solid, put the cubes of broth into a freezer bag 

where they can be used as needed.
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Growing Humans
Equipping and empowering parents to connect with their children.
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mother should know her baby was in 

peril even though no one, not even the 

incredible staff walking us through the 

birth, had an inkling she would die less 

than two hours after birth.

Bennett and Ainsleigh's early years were a 

difficult parenting season for me. I didn't 

have control of my anxiety and I felt like we 

ricocheted from one crisis to another as we 

slowly figured out the vast dietary issues our 

son was facing and learned how to be patient 

with a busy baby who didn't want to wear her 

hearing aid. In fact, she'd rather pull out 

and chew on the very expensive device!

As the kids moved from babyhood to their 

toddler years and then on to preschool we 

found the resources we needed to help them 

thrive, but there were still difficulties. As the 

kids began preschool, first Bennett, then 

two years later Ainsleigh, and spent more 

time beyond our four walls, they began to 

notice their differences.

That's when I began talking to them about 

visible and invisible challenges.

When my son is frustrated with his lim-

ited diet, when my daughter doesn't want 

to wear her hearing aid, when I wish their 

life looked different, I remind them (and 

myself): every single person who walks this 

earth has challenges. Every. Last. One.

When I was pregnant with my first baby, 

Charlotte, I overheard a mother talking 

about her son's gluten free diet.

That'd be so hard! I thought as I shelved 

books at the independent bookstore 

where I worked. Our diet at the time 

was American standard and I couldn't 

fathom navigating life with a child who 

needed to avoid gluten.

Three months later my daughter 

Charlotte died unexpectedly after a 

healthy pregnancy, labor and delivery. In 

the days after she died I remembered the 

mom with the gluten free kiddo. I'll take 

that, I thought as tears poured down my 

face continually as I recovered in bed. I 

had no idea neonatal death was an option 

on the table when I thought about hard 

things and raising children.

Sixteen months later my son Bennett was 

born. By four months old he had skin issues 

and stomach problems. He was reacting to 

foods in my breast milk, but we couldn't 

pinpoint which ones. After months of diet 

changes and confusion we narrowed his 

true allergens to two problem foods: first 

nuts, then eggs.

When Bennett was nine months old he ate a 

sliver of peanut butter cracker off a friend's 

floor while we were visiting and swelled like 

a balloon. We spent the evening in the ER 

while he received steroids and was moni-

tored for a further reaction. We left with an 

Epi-pen and the knowledge that peanuts 

specifically were the allergen. Over time we 

also discovered he cannot tolerate wheat, 

gluten, dairy, soy, corn and citrus. We are 

currently one year into the GAPS (gut and 

psychology syndrome) diet with Bennett, 

which has led to great healing, but his diet 

is now grain and sugar free as well.

Two years after we met Bennett our sec-

ond daughter, Ainsleigh, was born. While 

we were still in the hospital we found out 

she was likely profoundly deaf in one ear. 

Extensive testing in her first months of life 

revealed perfect hearing in one ear and 

profound deafness in the other.

Really? I thought. Really?! Other parents 

go home with healthy babies and mine 

always struggle. If they even live in the 

first place.

Of course this wasn't accurate, but in 

those early months of parenting a child 

with hearing loss I felt like I did something 

wrong because my babies were continu-

ally born with problems. These feelings 

were compounded by the immense guilt 

I felt about Charlotte's death. A reason 

for her passing was never discovered so 

I took all the fault on myself, certain a 

TRIGGER WARNING: 
I N FA N T  LO S S



53 54

I tell my son: a lot of people have 

challenges they can hide, but you 

have to refuse food your friends can 

eat, you always have a separate snack 

bag, you can't order at restaurants, 

you must carry your Epi-pen and you 

have to be vocal about what you can't 

eat so you don't get sick.

I tell my daughter: you wear a hear-

ing aid. It's a visual cue to others you 

can't hear well, which helps them 

when they speak to you, but it also 

announces your hearing loss to the 

world. You have to speak up when you 

can't hear, move to a better spot, ask 

your friends to repeat themselves and 

learn how to advocate for yourself so 

you can hear as well as possible.

We talk about what to do when the 

neighbor boy dares Bennett to eat 

various foods. We talk about being 

firm and respectful with adults 

when offered food that hasn't been 

prepared at home, because some 

adults simply don't understand 

food restrictions. We discuss how 

Ainsleigh can explain her hearing 

loss to the kids who point at her aid 

and ask, “what is that?”

Bennett is 6, Ainsleigh 4. Most of 

what I say is met with wide eyed 

attentive listening, but I don't know 

how much they're understanding. 

I figure the more conversations we 

have about differences and chal-

lenges the more compassionate and 

kind they'll be, not only towards 

themselves but others as well.

Then I have to turn those lessons 

back on myself. I know I'm guilty 

of viewing other mothers as hav-

ing it all together. I've assumed 

that everything must be fine 

because their kids can eat all foods 

and hear all things. Maybe that is 

true. Maybe their kids are doing 

great—not just because they don't 

have hearing loss and food aller-

gies, sometimes you just hit a good 

parenting season—but maybe the 

mamas are struggling.

I have to remind myself that all 

parents, every last one, have chal-

lenges as well. My kids carry theirs 

in prominent, tangible ways, but 

as adults we've learned to hide our 

vulnerabilities, and sometimes we 

try to hide our children’s too.

What if we taught our children to 

embrace their challenges? What 

if we taught ourselves to do that? 

What would happen if we reminded 

our families that everyone strug-

gles and sometimes the struggles 

we don't share are the most toxic 

because they drain us of empathy 

and compassion?

When I had a panic attack in the 

middle of church, which resulted in 

my husband hitting me in the chest 

in the middle of the church lobby 

in case my heart was merely out of 

rhythm (he works in the cardiac 

field, he assured me he knew what he 

was doing) I realized I'd let my invis-

ible challenge take over my life.

I was in therapy within a week, finally 

ready to work through the trauma of 

my first baby dying and the extreme 

anxiety that came with parenting after 

loss. Watching my kids navigate the 

world with their very visible challenges 

made me want to be brave enough to 

expose my invisible challenges (I have 

an anxiety disorder, I struggle with the 

trauma of Charlotte's birth, I'm so 

worried about my living children I can 

hardly breathe ...) As I worked with 

my counselor I decided to tell people 

I was struggling via a blog post. Doing 

so opened the floodgates.

Text messages, e-mails and whispered 

conversations poured in. 

“Me too!” friends and acquain-

tances said. “The anxiety is so bad I 

can barely get through the day,” “I'm 

overwhelmed too,” “I worry I'm fail-

ing my kids,” “I'm afraid they won't 

be successful,” “I don't know if I'm 

loving them well enough.”

I believe if we all admit we struggle 

we can step away from the pressur-

ized chambers of social media, and 

parenting life in general, and just be 

there for each other.

I have this group of mom friends 

who come over once a month sans 

kids to chat and eat yummy food. 

Sometimes we exchange books, but 

most months we just talk and I love 

that it's become a safe place where 

the questions go deep: how is your 

anxiety? How are you feeling about 

the school your child is in? How are 

you feeling about your child? What 

season of parenting are you in? What 

is that like for you? How is your 

marriage? What are your challenges?

A small part of me wishes my kids’ 

paths in life were smooth and easy; 

that they'd never be hurt or feel left 

out. But a larger part of me is glad 

their struggles have opened up con-

versations in our family about visible 

and invisible challenges because it 

reminds us to live and love well and 

strive to see beyond the default lenses 

we use to frame others' lives.
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FLOW BY CHANTAL BARTON  
TRANSCRIBED BY JILLIAN SNELL

PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 

When our kids spend most of their day being asked to minimize 

their body’s movement and increase their brain functioning, 

inadvertently we are disconnecting their ability to better self 

regulate, understand their emotions and learn more effectively.

The hours you have your sweet ones home, give this yoga flow a 

go, led by our wonderful yoga guru, Chantal Barton.



57 58

Bring your hands 
together to your heart.
When we begin we say 
three times together

"Kind Hearts.
Kind Words.

Kind Thoughts.

To ourselves and 
others."
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Tuck your toes in and pick 
your hips up. We’re now in 

downward facing dog.

Let your head be really              .f loppy

Tip toe your feet all the 
way up to your hands. 

And then lift up half way, 
making your spine really 
l-o-n-g. Now hang back 

down, then fold forward.

Breathe in and come all the 
way up. stretch     up as tall 
as you can and then hands 

to your heart.
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Arms up

And exhale as you fold 
forward

Tuck your feet back and 
plank pose

Lower all the way down.

Lift your heart up
Say Hello Yoga Friends!

Inhale all the way up, STRONG bodies

And exhale, hands to your heart. Namaste.

Take a big breath in and h op! forward

Lift up, downward facing dog
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While so many gifts have been given to me from my 

ADHD brain, those more concrete life skills like orga-

nization, sorting or thinking too far ahead have naturally 

eluded my brain for 34 years. 

While that can be totally ok in life, raising children, espe-

cially one with brain barriers, makes structure and rou-

tines incredibly important and essential in the wellness of 

not only their development but the wholeness and con-

nectivity of our family.

DAILY SCHEDULE:

For my oldest, she still adores to have a visual of what our 

day will be looking like. Most of the time I just use her 

dry erase board to write it down, but sometimes if she 

is panicking or feeling too overwhelmed while we’re out 

and about, I will use a random scrap of paper (even the 

backside of a starbucks receipt) to draw out a plan. 

BASKETS:

Sorting and organizing is so hard for me, I have to make 

time each week where I can practice this art form while the 

kids aren’t distracting me. Every day when my kids bring 

home papers, or they make art, or the mail comes, or 

whatever else piles up on the countertop I put it in a basket. 

The trick is to give myself time each week to go through it 

and make sure it all finds a home or the recycle bin.  

MEMORABILIA BINS:

I have a basket in my closet upstairs that starts out 

empty at the beginning of the school year. As the babes 

accumulate their special things from that year, I make 

sure to label everything with their name and dates and 

I put it in that basket. Come that following summer, 

I sort through the basket, pairing down the items and 

putting the save-forevers in the kid’s allotted bins. Not 

only does this keep everything organized and safe for 

the years to come, it also teaches the kids about how to 

live minimally by choosing their favorite things in life 

and feeling ok letting go of extras.  

GROCERY LISTS:

Making a grocery list with the kids, or at least asking them 

for input, allows them to hold ownerships of our food 

world. It also lets them know what we won’t be getting 

at the store before we all head inside. The more I have 

included the kids in our food world and the purchasing 

of food, the more reverence and understanding they 

have for the stuff we don’t need or is harmful to them.

What I use 
to help keep 

our world 
organized, 

predictable & 
structured:

BLACKBOARD:

It hosts my weekly schedule of have-to’s, like soccer prac-

tices, yoga times, etc. It also is there to remind the kiddo’s 

what their daily contributions are and their nightly/morn-

ing routines are. When they were younger, I had their own 

individual boards created almost entirely in visuals/pictures 

instead of words. 

DINNER AND BEDTIME ROUTINES:

I know we hear this all over the place, how sitting down to 

dinner together every night and having a functional bed-

time routine is so important, but holy guacamole, it is! I 

swear by it as a cornerstone to the success of my kids’ well-

ness and our family’s connectivity.

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL
ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER
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WRITTEN BY VIVIAN WELSH
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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I grew up in a city where a certain 

religion is present in all things. 

There was no separation of church 

and state. The church ran everything. 

There was no escaping it and it con-

sumed the lives of every single person 

I knew. We knew every person in our 

neighborhood by name except the few 

homes with families that dared not be 

a member of our church. They were 

outcasts and we were not allowed to 

speak to them. 

Growing up, there was no way other 

than the way that was taught in 

church. If you chose to live outside 

those tight boundaries, you were 

shunned. Even though love and 

acceptance was taught, in reality 

love and acceptance was only shown 

to those that lived within those nar-

row set of rules. If you dared express 

yourself in any way, you would bring 

shame upon your family. My neigh-

borhood was full of people that 

dressed alike, looked alike, thought 

alike, and even spoke in the same 

manner and tone. Heaven forbid 

if you dared to dress, act, or think 

outside that box. 

My mom was, and still is, consumed 

with this religion. My dad is not. My 

siblings and I grew up with parents 

on either end of this religious 

spectrum. One parent who was 

so concerned with staying on this 

narrow path that she lost her chil-

dren along the way; the other par-

ent who tried with all his might to 

save the kids who were left behind, 

emotionally battered and bruised. 

One parent who cared more about 

what the neighbors thought than the 

emotional turmoil that was going 

on within her children. One par-

ent who didn’t care what anyone 

thought and tried to bring some 

normalcy to his kids’ lives. It was 

constant tug-of-war. 

Not once did I ever feel like this reli-

gion and its way of life was for me. I 

was expected to have unquestioning 

faith and obedience just like all the 

other kids in our neighborhood. 

But I didn’t. 

And it cost me. 

My parents divorced when I was 

young. Back then custody always 

went to the mother, which meant we 

were living on only one end of the 

religious spectrum; unfortunately, 

it was the extremist’s end. My sib-

lings and I were compared to our 

neighbors all the time. 

“Why can’t you be more like 

so-and-so?” 

“Why don’t you want to spread the 

word of God like so-and-so?” 

Constant comparison to the perfect 

flock of children that surrounded us. 

I always felt like I wasn’t loved for the 

person I was because I spoke up and 

rebelled against the lifestyle I was 

forced to lead. 

I was a good kid. I followed all the 

rules, I never got into trouble, I was 

kind to everyone, I had empathy for 

those around me and tried to provide 

comfort to those that needed it. Yet, I 

never felt like my mom loved me for 

me. Instead I was an embarrassment to 

her because I didn’t believe in her reli-

gion. It became clear her religion was 

more important than me. 

My relationship with my mother is 

fractured beyond repair. Growing 

up not being loved and accepted by 

the one person who is supposed to 

love you unconditionally caused 

serious damage. I questioned every-

thing about myself and struggled for 

decades with the pain of knowing I 

was less important than her religion. 

It impacted every part of my life. I 

had some very dark times. But I knew 

in my heart I was a good person and 

that I was worthy of being loved just 

the way I am. I had the constant and 

unconditional love of my dad and 

my siblings to help me, and more 

importantly, show me that I was wor-

thy of being loved as is. 

Fast forward to the moment I 

became a mom. How can I put into 

words the love I felt for my child? I 

immediately loved every part of that 

tiny little baby I was holding in my 

arms. I thought to myself, how can 

any parent love anything more than 

their children? How can any parent 

choose something over their chil-

dren? It makes my heart hurt. But 

I will use that hurt as a reminder to 

never let a moment pass by to let my 

children know they are loved uncon-

ditionally just as they are. 

“I love you forever and ever, no mat-

ter what” are words that are spoken 

daily in our house. I remind them 

often that the “no matter what” part 

is particularly important. 

Did you make a bad decision? I love you.

Did you get a bad grade in school? I love you.

Did we get frustrated with each other? I love you.

Are you LGBTQ? I love you.

My love for them has no rules, no 

boundaries and no limits. My daily 

mission is to make them feel loved and 

cherished; show them how magical 

they are, and to make them feel safe 

in my arms. I swore to myself that my 

children would never know the pain 

that I have felt. I love them and accept 

them exactly as they are. 

I have always accepted and deeply 

adored the uniqueness of each of my 

daughters. They are alike in many 

ways, and different in just as many 

ways. My oldest is grounded, thought-

ful, hesitant to try new things, an old 

soul, a home body, has an elephant’s 

memory, loves technology, and comes 

alive in water. My youngest is fearless, 

always willing to try new things, loves 

to be surrounded by nature, always up 

for an adventure, has an infectious 

zest for life, and did I mention that 

she is fearless? 

They are different from each other 

and that’s ok. They are different from 

myself and that’s ok. They are different 

from my husband and that’s ok. 

Their uniqueness should be cel-

ebrated and nurtured so they can 

thrive and become the very best 

versions of themselves. I am filled 

with joy and wonder when I am 

shown examples of their self-worth. 

The way they are sometimes mature 

beyond their years. The way they 

are open and accepting of everyone 

around them. The way they think 

about the feelings of others. How 

they can verbalize to me and my 

husband when something doesn’t 

feel right because they know we 

will respect and honor their feel-

ings. We won’t ever push them into 

a mold that breaks their spirits. We 

will instead guide them towards 

what will help their true selves 

shine. I appreciate each of the lit-

tle things that makes up the whole 

of my daughters. I find pure joy and 

happiness in seeing them grow and 

blossom into rad human beings. 

By using my life experiences coupled 

with the unconditional love I have 

for my babies, I am able to find true 

joy that radiates from my core. Every 

moment with my girls is a gift and I 

don’t ever want to regret passing up 

an opportunity to tell them I love 

them, tell them they are magical, or 

to give them a hug. They are my best 

friends. They are my adventure bud-

dies. They are my life. 
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50 Simple 
Low & Zero 
Waste Activities 
for Kids

WRITTEN BY JULIA WATKINS 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 
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Not long after my first child was born, I went to 

a gathering of new moms to share experiences, 

see how everyone was doing, and, maybe mostly, 

spend a little time with other adults. We sat in a 

circle, on the floor, as new moms do, our new-

borns in our laps. To start it off, one mom asked 

if everyone could share a favorite childhood 

memory—something we’d someday like to do 

with our own little ones. 

This was nearly a decade ago, but I vividly 

remember what everyone shared: going fishing 

with dad, going camping with siblings, catch-

ing fireflies with friends, making mud pies with 

cousins, riding bikes all over the neighborhood, 

building forts in old woodlots, building dams 

with river stones, gardening with grandpa, and 

baking chocolate cake with grandma.

When we’d gone around the circle, one mom 

asked if there was a common thread running 

through all these memories—something similar 

each of them shared. To all of us, it was obvious: 

every memory was about making, doing, and 

sharing something simple, often in the natural 

world, with a family member or a friend. Not one was 

about getting “stuff” or buying “things.” Certainly, 

none involved screens. Children, someone once said, 

never remember their best day of television. 

I didn’t realize it at the time, but this little exercise would 

go on to have a profound impact on my parenting style—

and, really, my life in general. It inspired me to keep 

my children’s world as simple as possible, focused on 

experiences, family and friends, and nature. It made me 

determined to keep much of the “stuff” that often inun-

dates young families out of our house (without being too 

wildly unreasonable, of course).

It wasn’t too long before we were striving to keep a zero-

waste home. Always a journey, rather than a destination, 

zero-waste became a kind of rallying cry for our family, 

reminding us of what’s really important and gently shap-

ing decisions over what we bring into our house, how we 

consume things, what our waste looks like, and just how 

much time we’re spending with one another. 

Maybe above all, when it comes to how my children play, 

zero-waste has made me ever mindful of seeking sim-

plicity and nourishing respect for the environment. 

My children are still young, but at ages nine and six 

they’re as rambunctious as ever. This last summer, we 

committed to giving them what I called a proper 1970s 

vacation—no camps, no classes, no lessons, no programs. 

Just a lot of time and space to be as free, resourceful, 

and creative as they could be. Of course, sometimes they 

ran headlong into boredom. And sometimes I’d scratch 

my head and wonder if this was as brilliant an idea as it 

seemed back in March. 

But all it really takes to get everyone engaged together, 

even now that the seasons are changing, are a few new 

ideas for projects and activities—some things we can 

do together and some things kids can do themselves. 

Having ideas at the ready sparks creativity and curios-

ity – so often, way leads on to way and what started as a 

rather modest arts-and-craft project turns into making 

miniature Tibetan prayer flags for a secret fairy house 

hidden somewhere in the backyard. 

Here are 50 of these ideas—our favorite simple, low- or 

zero-waste projects and activities that keep my family 

busy. I hope you enjoy these as much as we have.

Huck’s Hope: As you be-bop through the ideas; circle, mark up, 

create lists. We want you to interact with this, and every, piece as 

much as you like. 
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Use cardboard boxes 
to encourage imag-
inative play—make 
houses, cars, trains, 
dollhouses, etc. Paint recyclables like 

cardboard boxes, 
egg cartons, cans, 
and toilet paper rolls. 

Create a mud pie sta-
tion, using old pots, 
pans, and utensils 
from your kitchen or 
a thrift store. 

Make origami with 
used scrap paper. 
A how-to book from 
the library may be 
helpful.

Create a nature 
potion lab, using 
flowers, sand, sea 
shells, acorns, etc., 
and pots, pans, bot-
tles, mason jars and 
utensils collected 
from your kitchen or 
a thrift store.

Make wash cloths 
or scarves by cro-
cheting or knitting 
biodegradable 
cotton, wool, jute, 
or hemp. 

Create mosaic 
garden stepping 
stones using old 
glass and ceram-
ics, ideally from a 
second-hand shop 
or the thrift store. 

Press flowers and 
leaves using old 
books or by mak-
ing your own flower 
press out of wood 
and cardboard. 

Identify birds, flow-
ers, plants, and 
bugs—sketch, draw, 
and color them. 

Create a nature 
journal out of scrap 
paper. 
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Create fairy gardens 
and villages using 
bits and bobs from 
nature. 

Explore wood burn-
ing using a wood 
burning tool and old 
scraps and slabs of 
wood, perhaps col-
lected from lumber 
yards or big box 
home supply stores. 

Make leaf rubbings 
using scrap paper 
and block crayons 
or crayons with the 
paper removed. 

Make flower or 
feather crowns 
and daisy chain 
necklaces. 

Make bird feeders 
out of pine cones, 
peanut butter and 
bird seed. 

Set up outdoor sen-
sory bins by filling 
up a cardboard 
box or large thrifted 
Tupperware con-
tainer with pebbles, 
stones, leaves, sand, 
rice, beans, oats, 
water, ice, etc. Add 
cups and utensils 
and let your child go 
to town! 

Give your child some 
chalk + spray bot-
tle of water and a 
sidewalk (fence or 
retaining wall works 
too). Watch what 
happens. 

Make an outdoor 
loom out of branches 
and decorate it with 
bits from nature. 

Use the Cornell 
Ornithology website 
to make bird nests 
out of paper and old 
cardboard boxes. Make nature sculp-

tures using clay and 
bits from nature. 
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Make homemade 
playdough (there's a 
wonderful recipe on 
my Instagram feed, 
posted 10/3/2017).

Make stamps out of 
food and homemade 
paint—using pota-
toes, okra, beets, 
etc., 

Make nature book-
marks using craft 
paper + pressed 
leaves and flowers + 
jute or hemp. 

Paint sticks and rocks. 
Make stone markers 
for your garden. 

Create leaf creatures 
out of leaves, acorns, 
small stones, and 
held together using 
clay. (See Pinterest 
for ideas). 

Make a nature 
mobile out of a large 
stick, jute string, and 
bits from nature. Save and dry corn 

husks to make corn 
husk dolls. 

Make up all sorts of 
sewing projects using 
fabric scraps (bags, 
pillow cases, doll 
clothes, etc.)

Make princess or 
wizard wands out of 
sticks, crafting wire 
and wooden beads. 

Create lanterns using 
cans from the recy-
cling bin or mason 
jars decorated with 
scrap or recycled 
tissue paper and 
homemade glue 
(see next)
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Create papier-mâché 
using old newspapers 
and bulk flour. Make 
a piñata, stuff it with 
bulk candy! 

Make homemade 
glue: Mix 1 cup of 
flour, 1.5 cups of 
water, 1/3 cup of 
sugar, 1 tsp vinegar, 
them store in fridge 
for a few days. 

Dye pasta or rice 
using natural food 
colors 

Make your own paint 
using natural dyes 
and ingredients (see 
tutorials online) 

Make collages using 
homemade glue and 
old magazines, calen-
dars and other junk that 
comes in the mail! 

Freeze blocks of 
ice in cake pans, 
remove when frozen 
and let kids explore 
it with salt, baking 
soda and paint. (Put 
it in a large plas-
tic bin so it doesn't 
make a mess and is 
easier to clean up). 

Make fizzy explo-
sions using baking 
soda and vinegar. 
You can add natu-
ral food dyes (for 
example from blue-
berry juice) to make 
it extra fun!

Make friendship 
bracelets using cot-
ton floss purchased in 
bulk to reduce waste. 

Make macramé 
bracelets, neck-
laces, pot holders 
using jute or hemp. 

Make puppets out of 
old socks and scraps 
of fabric. Have a 
puppet show! 
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Make a diorama out 
of an old shoe box. 

Buy wooden peg 
dolls in bulk and 
make wee wooden 
people out of them. 
Paint them and make 
clothes and doll 
houses for them out 
of scrap fabric and 
an old shoe boxes. 

Build shelters in 
your backyard or in 
the woods. 

Make things out of 
wooden popsicle 
sticks, including orna-
ments, wooden peo-
ple, stars, etc. Create stick bombs 

out of wooden popsi-
cle sticks (tutorials on 
YouTube). 

Melt old crayon stubs 
in silicon trays to 
make them big again. 

Make your own lip 
balm out of beeswax, 
shea butter and pep-
permint essential oils 
(See tutorial on my 
Instagram feed). 

Dip leaves in bees-
wax and make a 
decorative bunting 
out of them (particu-
larly beautiful in the 
fall).

Make your own paint 
(combine and cook 
in a saucepan until 
clear: 3 tbsp sugar, 
1/4 c. cornstarch, 
4 cups water. Then 
add natural food 
coloring or other dye 
to color it). To make 
finger paint, double 
the quantity of corn 
starch. 

Introduce young chil-
dren (ages 3-7) to 
finger knitting using 
thick cotton or wool 
yarn.
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My children, beyond forming my lens, have been my teachers. While 

it is not the most popular route to take—allowing your children to have 

a voice in your personal growing process—I have chosen to allow their 

thoughts and feelings to guide, inspire, educate and grow me. 

Our hope and intent of this space is to show children that they are a 

huge part of their world. That their voices are heard, are valued. That 

Huckleberry is a safe space for them to practice choosing courage by 

sharing their thoughts and feelings. 

Please invite your child to contribute their thoughts, ideas, lessons 

and feelings to Huckleberry, whether it be through words, pictures, 

drawings, paintings, poems, videos, or any other form of expression. 

We have a space for it all.

We request that all well-intentioned parents refrain from correcting 

or changing their children’s submissions. Having them read their 

words to you, as you type them up, is welcomed. Just stay mindful 

that the intention of this space is to empower children to know that 

they are worthy to be seen and heard. We do that by asking for their 

thoughts and feelings, and with whatever they give back to us, we tell 

them and show them that it is enough, just as it is.

Send your children’s thoughts and feelings to huckleberrymag@gmail.com

“I enjoy doing art 
because it helps 
me think about life. 
Leaves tell us Fall is 
coming!”

EDEN 'S  VO ICE 
(AGE  9 )

"I wish unicorns were 
real so I could have 
wishes and I would 
wish there were peace 
to the world.”

NEEL A ' S 
VO ICE 
(AGE  7 )
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Growing Love
Connecting with our community, our families and ourselves
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My eyes sweep the workshop and I take note of the 

labels donning the surfaces of everyday items—

CHAIR, TABLE, SAW—a hint at the work the people 

here are all doing to learn English as quickly as they’re 

learning woodworking. A woman from the Ivory 

Coast (West Africa) is working in the furniture show-

room behind me and this workshop employs 4 other 

individuals right now, all from different regions on 

the globe: Democratic Republic of the Congo, Syria, 

Iran and Pakistan. Their stories, languages, cultures 

are all different; two of them having fought on oppo-

site sides of a war, yet they work peacefully together 

in a hip, but modest workshop in Oregon, sanding, 

painting, staining, designing and refurbishing furni-

ture pieces and custom home décor items for a social 

business called Sparrow Furniture. 

All five of these men and women are refugees from 

their home countries whose initial supports fol-

lowing resettlement have run out. They traveled 

to Salem after their stint at a resettlement cen-

ter in Portland, Oregon where they arrived once 

their refugee status was approved by the High 

Commissioner of Refugees and other governmen-

tal vetting, which likely took years. To be a refu-

gee, you must prove you fled your country to escape 

war, persecution, death, torture, rape—in short, 

refugees are not arriving to the U.S. or Europe in 

search of economic prosperity or dream chasing, 

they’re arriving as a last-ditch effort at survival 

(Grandi, 2016 World Humanitarian Summit). 

“To have some kind of future to offer my children,” 

one Syrian man shared with me. 

Once their refugee status is vetted and 

approved, they are sent to resettlement 

centers like the one in Portland where 

they’re given roughly 3-6 months of 

minimal support that may include lan-

guage training, menial housing, work 

papers and funds to subsist on during 

their initial settlement. Once those 

months are up, their support vanishes. 

They may understand some English at 

that point, and have a roof over their 

heads so long as they can get a job and 

continue to pay their rent, but get-

ting a job in America with minimal 

English, no work history and ram-

pant prejudice is no easy task. Sparrow 

Furniture founder, Luke Glaze saw 

this sudden evaporation of support 

as a massive deficit in the success of 

this vulnerable population and began 

envisioning a solution together with 

Their stories, 
languages, cultures 
are all different; 
two of them having 
fought on opposite 
sides of a war, yet 
they work peacefully 
together
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his wife, Jocelyn, and their church 

which has a large community pres-

ence and existing network.

Sparrow Furniture is a tran-

sitional program that mentors 

refugees in woodworking and 

furniture restoration while also 

providing them with consistent 

English language training, offer-

ing them marketability in the 

workforce once they finish their 

mentorship program. With the 

ability to communicate, some 

marketable skills, and the work 

ethic and persistence most refu-

gees arrive with anyway, they are 

much more likely to be able to 

keep their families off the streets 

following their time at Sparrow 

Furniture than if they were left 

with no resources at all as per 

general U.S. procedure.

Sparrow’s business model is 

straightforward: supply mentor-

ship in a trade through volun-

teers, provide language training 

and comfortable opportunities to 

practice English; invest in people’s 

humanity, see them flourish. All 

while keeping overhead costs down 

by refurbishing donated furniture. 

As a social business: a cause-driven 

business with the objective of effect-

ing social change, not making profit 

(Yunus 2009), they’ve been met 

with an encouraging amount of 

support from their city, commu-

nity and greater change-makers, 

even hosting the Head of Refugee 

Resettlement from Washington 

D.C. who came with interest in 

their business/transitional model. 

Sparrow’s products are beautiful, fusing American-

made pieces with design from their employees’ 

home countries which gives life and originality to 

otherwise discarded pieces. 

“Place an African fabric on a restored, vintage 

American rocking chair and you have an original piece 

that speaks to our mission,” said Glaze. 

Their design savviness will only benefit the refugee 

families they support by making products the public 

desires whether they’re looking to be a part of an 

equitable movement or not. One can only hope they 

follow Toms Shoes into social business infamy, pro-

viding them with the resources to hire an increased 

number of refugees in the future. 

I glance through the large glass window between 

the woodworking shop and the showroom to see 

the woman who let me in speaking in English with 

her mentor at the front counter, surrounded by the 

beautiful furniture and décor pieces that have come 

out of the workshop I’m standing in. To my right 

a man is putting sealant on a vintage curio cabinet 

and in front of me, someone else is ripping a fresh 

piece of timber for a new project under the watchful 

eye of their woodworking mentor. None of the folks 

in this space want their faces captured on my cam-

era, or their personal stories told in print. None 

of them feel safe enough for that, despite the miles 

now between them and their homelands, but they 

welcome me with smiles and hope. 

I step back out onto the street grateful for folks 

like the Glazes and the others involved at Sparrow 

Furniture who have chosen to be on the frontlines 

of change, seeking to stand with the people who have 

arrived as their neighbors, tired, oppressed, and in 

search of stability for themselves and their children. 

They are as much an integral part of my community 

as I am, but they may need an extra helping hand 

in order to function and thrive within it. Sparrow 

Furniture is offering just that.
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One of my favorite things about kids 

being in school is also my largest heart 

pull: I miss them. I miss my kids so much 

when they’re not with me, but I know 

when they’re experiencing the world 

without me, they’re growing and devel-

oping and creating new ways of exploring 

the world while also exploring themselves 

and others, without their overly excitable 

mom wanting to know and see and feel 

everything next to them.

On the flip side, I miss them! And I 

know they miss me during their school 

days because we parents are our kids’ safe 

places. At the beginning of the school 

year, when their worry buddies are in 

overdrive, I will send them to school with 

a stuffed lovie in their backpacks sprayed 

with my perfume. It gives them the sen-

sory reminder that even though I’m not 

physically there with them, I’m still with 

them, hugging and holding their hearts 

during hard moments. 

The other thing I have always done, and 

do throughout the year, is write lunch 

love notes to the babes. I’ll write a mini 

story, draw a picture of us holding hands, 

a silly poem or idea for the weekend. I do 

this with the intention of my babes seeing 

it, holding it and knowing that at home 

is their mama who adores them and is 

thinking about them, missing the hell out 

of them and believing in their abilities to 

do school life with grit and gumption!

This year, I encourage you, if you 

haven’t started this already, to take an 

extra few minutes whenever you pack 

their lunches or snacks and write a love 

note to them. If you’re a homeschool 

parent or a family who relies on 

the school system’s provided lunch, 

leave love notes under pillows or on 

bathroom mirrors; in a notebook you 

know they’ll take out, or taped to their 

backpack. I loved putting love notes in 

rolled up socks or in the tooth brush 

drawer when I was homeschooling. 

Anywhere that will stop your kiddo 

and remind them how loved, seen and 

valued they are.

Lunch Box 
Love Language

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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I do this with the 
intention of my babes seeing 

it, holding it and knowing 
that at home is their mama 

who adores them and is 
thinking about them.
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Sustainable 
Parenting:

Repairing
Ruptures for 

Reconnection
WRITTEN BY JENIFER TRIVELLI 

ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER



101 102

The next chapter in our story of the neuroscience of 

parenting is called Secure Attachment. Studies in 

neuroscience and attachment theory have shown that 

parenting which encourages secure attachment aids 

the growth of the WiseMind.

RELATIONSHIP-BASED PARENTING = SECURE 

ATTACHMENT = WISEMIND DEVELOPMENT = HAPPINESS

The Four S’s of Secure Attachment States Children Feel:

Seen: we tune in with empathy, and sensing the need 

behind their behavior. Safe: we avoid actions and 

responses that frighten them. Soothed: we help them 

with difficult emotions and situations. Secure: we 

help them develop an internalized sense of well-be-

ing. (thanks Dan Siegel)

These feel great conceptually, don’t they? And while 

we could easily spend a chapter on character devel-

opment for each facet of secure attachment, let’s take 

the CliffsNotes version and move next into one of 

the most important, tangible practices for building a 

secure relationship: repair.

REPAIR: POTENTIALLY THE MOST IMPORTANT PARENTING 

PRACTICE YOU CAN IMPLEMENT—START TODAY.

Many of us didn’t have a healthy model of repair 

when we were growing up. Our parents may have 

done the best they could, and we are fortunate 

to live in a time on the planet where there is so 

much more available to us in terms of informa-

tion and guidance. 

Whether or not your parents modeled repair in 

a healthy way, if you’re reading this and are open 

to editing (or completely re-writing) your repair 

process, here are a few ideas.

Love, think, then speak. In that order. Tuning 

into the felt sensation of love for your child at 

the beginning of the repair process gives you a 

much higher rate of success with the process of 

reconnecting. When you feel loving towards your 

child, your WiseMind works better and guides you 

to use words and nonverbal signals that commu-

nicate that love to your child. We are so plagued 

by the busyness of life, and we rushrushrush all-

the-time. Take just a moment to set yourself up 

for success by calling that feeling of love to you, 

then thinking through what you’d like to say, 

then saying it. There’s no hurry.

The lie of perfectionism is that we have to get it 

right every time in order to achieve our goal. 

Neuroscience tells a different, more comforting 

story for our parenting goals of raising happy, 

healthy children to have meaningful relationships 

and contribute to society. And I have the honor of 

being one of its storytellers.

WISEMIND: A NEUROBIOLOGICAL 

FRAMEWORK FOR GUIDING CHILDREN 

TO ADULTHOOD

In the previous issue of Huckleberry, 

I explained how distilling down the 

concepts of neuroscience can do 

more for our personal application 

than overwhelming ourselves with the 

intricacies. For our opening chapter 

here in the story of the neurosci-

ence of parenting, let’s first review 

the main features of the Prefrontal 

Cortex (see excerpt).

As a way of quickly understanding its 

functions and benefits, I like to call 

the PFC our WiseMind.

What does the PFC/WiseMind have 

to do with the parenting process of 

rupture, repair, and reconnection? 

If our goal as parents is to raise 

happy, healthy children—every-

thing! Look at the list of the fea-

tures of the PFC. Every one of them 

is critical to lifelong healthy rela-

tionships and happiness. So how 

does reconnecting through repair-

ing ruptures build a WiseMind?

Here’s the thing. If you’re read-

ing this article, I am quite sure you 

have a sense that your relationship to 

your child has something to do with 

their wellbeing. And you’ve probably 

done a fair share of research, study, 

reading, thinking, and/or discussion 

about parenting before now which 

has expanded on that central, guid-

ing principal. I’m now going to back you up with a 

neurological framework to support your theory, and 

from that framework, give you some specific ideas 

about how to fine tune the practice of it.

MAIN FEATURES OF THE PREFRONTAL CORTEX:

Develops through the mid-twenties.

Responsible for body regulation—when we 
need sleep, food, movement, and to go to the 

bathroom. 

Aids attuned communication—being aware of 
how another person may be reacting to us and 

adjusting our speech, physical posture, and other 
nonverbal cues to create safety.

Executes emotion regulation—awareness of how 
activated we are in a given moment and making 

adjustments towards balance.

Gives us response flexibility—being in choice 
about our next word or move instead of acting 

from reaction.

Helps us with fear modulation—recognizing 
when we’re paralyzed by fear and knowing how 
to help ourselves center in order to think more cre-

atively about the problem.

Promotes insight—understanding ourselves which 
gives us a framework to understand others.

Gives us empathy—a response we have to anoth-
er’s emotional state in which we understand, and 
in some ways, share that emotional experience 

with them.

Holds us accountable to morality—thinking and 
acting based on the greater good. 

Listens to our intuition—which is having a not-al-
ways-rational sense of whether something might 

be good for us.

Building connections and skillsets now creates 
useful pathways as the structure develops.
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Use the Four S’s. Start by tuning into 

their experience (not yours)—and keep 

your attention there. This will help 

them feel seen and secure. Over the 

years, many people have shared with 

me they felt an overwhelming sense of 

guilt or desire to rescue their parents 

when they were children and their par-

ent apologized to them for something. 

If you are focused on how badly you 

feel instead of tuning in to how your 

child felt, you risk communicating it’s 

their job to avoid making you feel bad 

and if they do, it’s then their job to 

take on those feelings so you don’t have 

to feel them anymore. That’s not what 

we’re talking about with repair. 

We’re talking about tuning into the 

child and sensing what they need 

from the process.

Remember that it’s not about 

your child liking you. It’s about 

co-navigating a journey that builds 

the skills their brain needs to form 

connections to their WiseMind.

Wrapping up the Four S’s category, 

we have safe and soothed. To do this, 

pay attention to nonverbal signals and 

use safety cues. Nonverbal signals are 

the biggest form of communication 

you are likely to get from your kiddo 

during a moment of rupture. What do 

their facial cues, posture, and move-

ment tell you about how safe they feel? 

How can you shift your own nonverbal 

cues to signal safety? Open your arms 

and hands, make yourself the same size 

as they are, be sure your voice is com-

municating safety. Bring your body as 

close to theirs as they’ll allow, coming 

side by side. Make soft eye contact if 

your child will receive it; otherwise, 

look in the same direction as they are 

while you speak. 

Make it concrete. It’s so much easier 

for kids to connect to and understand 

things that are tangible: that they can 

experience through the senses. These 

are things that are physically felt in the 

body, heard, seen, touched, smelled, 

and tasted. Use this language to 

guide emotional repair-to-reconnect 

conversations, as well. 

EXACTLY WHAT TO SAY

Ha. Just kidding. It’d be such a relief 

if there was a guaranteed, exact-

right-thing to say for every rupture 

you’ll encounter with your child. You 

are the only one who can author the 

repair that can truly reflect your heart 

and speak to the heart of your child. 

Here’s one example, though, to get 

your wheels turning. 

I’m sorry I {I wish I hadn’t, I don’t 
like that I} yelled at you earlier. 
Your eyes were really {big, teary, 
shut and turned away} and your 
body {got small, got big, moved 
away, tried to come close}. You 
{said, did, saw, heard, physi-
cally felt, smelled} xyz. I want 
you to feel safe and trusting with 
me. I’m working on {noticing 
when I’m upset, taking care 
of my stress, finding different 
words/ways to express myself} 
and I want to have a good rela-
tionship with you. {Pause and 
wait for their response. If it 
feels too quiet, take a breath 

and wait a little longer.} 

Take the ideas above and make the 

language your own. It’ll feel odd at 

first because it’s unfamiliar. Write it 

down if you’re not sure about saying 

it the first time. Be courageous. Kids 

are hard-wired to seek connection 

with their parents because it essen-

tially equates to survival. On top of 

that, it’s been my experience that our 

kids often meet repair attempts with 

a sense of empathy, humility, and 

grace that most of us adults could 

take a page from.
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RECLAIMING
S P A C E

RECLAIMING SPACE WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN

R E C L A I M I N G  S PA C E WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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A year and a half ago, we sold our farm 

and moved to the city. It was my hus-

band’s job that chose our new loca-

tion, but it was we who chose the new 

suburbia lifestyle. We were bone tired, 

working acres of organic market veg-

gies, goats and chickens while raising 

our pack of three little ones—the idea of 

city life seemed like a welcome reprieve. 

We were in our new home, city proper, 

for a few months when the kids began 

to beg for our past space, climbing trees 

and their goat family back. We did what 

we could to engage the babes in proper 

suburban activities that would excite 

their imaginations and move their bod-

ies, and while that worked for a while, 

they continued to ask for freedom.

About the same time, when they no lon-

ger could be fooled into this carefully 

curated fulfilling childhood filled with 

stuff and activites, I was realizing that 

while the physical break from growing a 

farm was feeling wonderful, city life was 

feeling just too damn fast for me too. In 

reality, all five of us felt the longing to 

slow down a few months after we moved 

into our city home, but the kids were the 

only ones wise enough to acknowledge 

it. I took the more classical American 

route of speeding up life and my brain 

to drown out the echoes of longing. And 

when activities were not enough to pac-

ify my worry and chaos, I started hitting 

up Target and Home Goods and before 

I knew it, our 4,500 square foot home 

was filled with stuff we didn’t need and 

I was drowning in a sea that felt foreign 

and yucky and wrong.

What I came to realize was that in order 

for us to go back to the feeling we were 

all mourning, we needed to find still-

ness and empty space to rest our busy 

brains. That was an easier task back at 

the farm. We had literal space and pas-

tures and an endless sky to ground us 

and slow us down. In the city, the chaos 

was well around us naturally. Changing 

this newly adopted way of life was going 

to be uncomfortable and difficult. It was 

going to take a lot of mindful effort to 

feel, acknowledge, react and become. 

But I knew, all good things in our little 

world had come to us through moments 

of growth, sacrifice and straight up 

gumption. A lifestyle doesn’t become its 

intended unless we’re willing to become 

uncomfortable and aware. 

Becoming uncomfortable and aware 

began by going through all of our pos-

sessions and deciding what was to stay 

and what was to go. I struggled with 

this, for the first few weeks of declut-

tering. With every item placed in the 

donate or sell bins, I would make a 

mental note of the money that could 

have been saved and I began to fill 

with shame. I was ashamed of the waste 

I had accumulated and the lack of 

intention I had been living with. But 

every conscious decision to donate or 

sell was a moment for me to acknowl-

edge the embarrassment, choose to 

sit in that uncomfortable feeling and 

then choose to move on through it. 

Bit by bit, piece by piece, toy by toy, I 

was reclaiming my intended life.

It has been a few months of practic-

ing this method of reclamation and 

I have never felt more free. Trading 

the busy busy days for slower, more 

meaningful moments has become my 

new “pastures and endless skies.” We 

have a home that is becoming beau-

tiful in its lack. We have brains that 

function more readily and we have 

given more space for the kids to feel 

their feelings of loss and longing for 

farming. We have no idea when we’ll 

ever own land again but we can con-

fidently tell our babies and ourselves 

that while city life wasn’t primed for 

slow living, we can find and practice 

stillness and emptiness and hollow 

moments of pause by choosing to 

stop, acknowledge and breathe.

some ideas for local organizations:

Foster kids and their foster families.
Women and Children’s shelters.

A church (that you trust) blessings closet.
Working families homeless shelters.

Friends and family members who dig your stuff.

Stop buying. I know this sounds obvious, but 
this was the most important part for me to 
succeed. I chose to delete all the apps from my 
phone that had made impulsive spending too 
easy in order to wean myself off of that instant 
gratification, never-experience-want lifestyle.

Learn to be ok with blank space: empty 
closets = a quieter mind. 

Recognize any patterns of buying or hoarding 
items. The more you get to know where 
and why you’re feeling your feelings, the 
more power you’ll gain back from marketing 
masterminds and advertising sharks.

Donate to a worthy cause. Take the time to 
find an organization that you believe in and 
can champion, and take your unnecessary 
stuff there. I realized that by taking the 
extra step and intentionally re-homing our 
belongings to a place that I know will utilize 
and appreciate their value, helped me stay 
motivated to release.

Tips for f inding space in our dwell ings:
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The sand was underfoot as I walked 

along the beach holding the hand of 

my son. The air was crisp as the eve-

ning sun started its descent into the 

far horizon. The wind started pick-

ing up as the dry sand flowed over 

the beach. My son was thrilled to see 

this transformation. He would stop 

and look down to see the sand gather 

at his feet, feeling the slight sting of 

each grain hurling against his legs, 

and run with the wind dragging his 

hiking stick behind him. He often 

looked back to see the long meander-

ing line marking his progress, which 

eventually succumbed to the blow-

ing sand, but will never fade from 

my memory. Fynn would hear me 

laugh and play, as I followed his line 

on the beach, his narrative, his cur-

sive writing. I imagined this 6-year-

old as a man, hoping he would not 

depart from deeply feeling life. The 

freedom of unconstrained boyhood, 

the compassionate warrior, fearless 

and yet vulnerable. This can be one 

of the most forgotten, yet essential 

roots of manhood. Nice to observe, 

but even better to participate in. 

Keeping pace with his enthusiasm, I 

ran with him down the beach, barely 

catching my breath; a failed cart-

wheel later, we laughed, played, and 

stopped to take in the surroundings.  

A cathartic moment it can be to play 

as a child; with a child, remembering 

what it is to be a boy. This moment 

juxtaposed to the hard edge of the 

world I see every week.  

My job in social work is a contrast 

between helping people through the 

most nightmarish trauma they will ever 

face, followed by possible moments of 

restoration. My other passion is work-

ing as a conflict resolution practitioner, 

and family mediator. This too can be 

most challenging as narratives collide, 

and contrasts develop into fresh stories 

authored through reconciliation. I work 

alongside men who have forgotten what 

it is to be a boy. The momentous crash 

of the vulnerable against the culturally 

perceived invincibility of the non-emo-

tional man.  A trust fall, where the boy 

is dropped and marginalized by pushing 

emotional vulnerability away. Just swal-

low that emotion down and stuff it.  

Emotional vulnerability can be per-

ceived as an ailment to be subdued, 

tamed, and medicated. When looking 

up vulnerability the thesaurus adds 

such cousins as susceptibility, defense-

less, weakness and exposed which are 

often considered to be rather spine-

less. I beg to differ! The raw vigor 

of personhood, the actual spine of 

manhood resides in one choosing to 

expose themselves to being defense-

less (without defensiveness), and weak 

(knowing who you are without having 
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to appear strong). This ultimately transforms suscep-

tibility from a negative deficit to the hardcore, positive 

capacity of openness.

Imagine accessing your emotions as though you’re trying 

to open an age old solid door as its hinges moan in a cho-

rus of resistance to any movement; your feet digging and 

sliding across the earth, dust visible in the rays of light 

piercing through the door’s frame. Every muscle strains 

against the door and your efforts are like an illusion of 

effectiveness. The caustic shot of frustration might pres-

ent the choice of giving up. What are you willing to do to 

open this door? What words describe this barrier? You 

stop yourself—this door is going to require something 

from you. To surrender and reach out for help. Who do 

you see standing with you to open it?  

I know personally, the life I led in the past was not so lovely. 

There were moments when people were deeply affected by 

the me who was lost, confused, and arrogant. Caught in 

a retrospective glance, I often wished I could change this 

part of my past. I failed to see their patient attempts to coax 

me out of my darkness, knowing I was so close to leaving 

this world by choice. I lived many lives; from seeing war, to 

creating collaborative efforts focused on healing. I tried to 

save people from the hideous shadow of humanity and then 

found myself being the one who shared their story at their 

funeral. I became a dichotomy, divided into “manageable” 

pieces to prevent myself being immersed in feeling because 

vulnerability meant being out of control.  

Every moment is authentic, creating contrast both defined 

and nuanced. We cannot shape understanding without 

dimension, and acuity. My door was transformed into a 

monolithic obstruction which affected the very flavor of 

my existence. Life was drained of color, and I needed 

to comprehend this experiential learning opportunity. I 

strained to open my door as my vision was blurred from 

the dripping sweat of this arduous undertaking. I learned 

to ask questions which lead to better questions and a fresh 

story developed as I would pause life’s moments to see 

every detail of the hidden good. I realized every heartbeat 

spent in that state was not in vain.  

I stopped, stepped back, looked down in exhaustion, and 

remembered the boy in me. I cried, prayed, and felt depth 

again. The boy saw the solution and unlocked the door. 

Never, as a man had I seen the lock the boy so obviously 

had noticed. Unbolting this door meant gaining access to 

emotional vulnerability; and yes, desiring to be decon-

structed. The boy pushed the door, almost effortlessly, 

but needed my help, my wife, my son, and my daughters 

to join in the effort. The many hands pushed in unison 

to reveal the sweet contrasting flow of the world around 

me, and my place in it. Imagine your door, dear reader of 

these words, being opened to healing, to love, to finding 

your core, to advocating for others, to learning, to trust, 

to fighting the right battle, to admitting you are wrong, 

and to just being.  Oh, to jump from the stoic precipice, 

into deep waters of sensitivity and then ultimately rise 

upon robust wings of sustainable determination. To live 

in grace’s light, and dwell in the fluid personhood who 

revels in life’s nuances.  

My gratitude to emotional vulnerability for revealing 

the unabashed joy of walking barefoot on the sand, and 

being a boy while following the leadership of my son.
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Growing Us
A space to build our community's voice, skills, thoughts, and feelings. 
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In June, The House of Huckleberry 
held our first Gathering—a garden 

party, where attendees were able to 
stroll through founder, Jill Snell’s urban 

garden and see what she and her 
family are growing here in northern 

Oregon. We invited a local floral 
designer to instruct in bouquet making, 
and provided seeds, soil and pots for 
kids to plant in and take home. We 

ate and talked and made connections 
together. Thank you to all who joined 

us: we love a full house. 

Details on our next Gathering 
can always be found at 

www.houseofhuckleberry.com



119 120



121 122

CHANTAL BARTON
ON-GOING CONTRIBUTOR

ANGELA RODMAN
CONTRIBUTOR

JENIFER TRIVELLI
ON-GOING CONTRIBUTOR

JULIA WATKINS
CONTRIBUTOR

CHAD CAUBIN
CONTRIBUTOR

VIVIAN WELSH
CONTRIBUTOR

JILLIAN SNELL
FOUNDER & 

EDITOR IN CHIEF

CARLY FISTER
DIRECTOR OF DESIGN 

& ILLUSTRATOR

ERICA MARTIN
EDITOR  & DIRECTOR 
OF PHOTOGRAPHY

The House of 
Huckleberry 

was created and 
continues to be 

built by the power 
of the village that 

surrounds her. 



123 124

   
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

          

   
 

 
 

 
  

     

JULIA 
WATKINS
WWW.LOOKFARCONSERVATION.ORG
@SIMPLY.LIVING.WELL

PAGE 69

SPARROW 
FURNITURE

WWW.SPARROWFURNITURE.ORG
@SPARROWFURNITURE

PAGE 87

PLANETBOX 
LUNCH BOXES
WWW.PLANETBOX.COM
@PLANETBOX

PAGE 96

CHANTAL 
BARTON YOGA

WWW.CHANTALBARTONYOGA.COM
@PNWKIDSYOGA

PAGE 55

MOUNTAIN 
ROSE HERBS

WWW.MOUNTAINROSEHERBS.COM
@MOUNTAINROSEHERBS

PAGES 42-45

JENIFER 
TRIVELLI
WWW.WISEMINDSERVICES.COM
@JBU_OR

PAGE 99
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WWW.HOUSEOFHUCKLEBERRY.COM

USD $20




