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To tell the story of my scholarly and personal experience in the two Agroecology courses, I 
choose the “journey” metaphor as I see myself in the start of a greater journey on the road to 
sustainability. This Master’s program with its combined course on food and farming systems 
represents the beginning of this journey that will, in my belief, lead me to a better 
understanding of both the natural and human worlds. I wish to tell my story in an atypical but 
also traditional way as in an old Turkish folktale. Firstly because I believe that the term 
“sustainability” does also apply to the maintenance of culture, and that we should look for ways 
for keeping traditions alive which have been much neglected in contemporary world; and 
secondly because the structure of the Turkish folktale matches my journey accordingly*. And 
lastly, I believe that, after having spent years in humanities, I feel more confident in writing in a 
literary style when creativity is allowed. Please read my journey as the story starts from my 
archaeology and then social anthropology education with farmers, and goes on with my 
confrontation with the farming and food issues in the world, and later with the beginning of my 
quest for a better world. Then follow my steps as the story unfolds with my integration into the 
Agroecology program and its distinctive learning environment, and also my involvement with 
the projects and my group. Continue as I move towards the end of the semester equipped with 
my new educational tools and my valuable experiences. I tried as much as possible to balance 
the content and the reasons of this “journey” (what I did and why) and its process (how and 
what I thought and felt) and I included many of the things we discussed and read in the class 
and elsewhere, however to be genuine to my aim, I tried my best to incorporate them into the 
text in disguise as skillfully as possible.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                             
*
 The classical structure of a Turkish folktale involves a young hero/heroine, disturbed by the problems at home and having 

encountered his/her eternal love in a dream one night, who sets out in a journey in the search of this love; and it consists of 
several adventures until the (usually happy) end. It is usually narrated and sung by a person (similar to medieval troubadours) in 
coffeehouses, and has been the main form of entertainment for generations when radios and televisions did not exist. 
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The Young Woman and Her Dream  
 
Listen women, listen men,  
For I have a story.  
Be brave to follow  
As I tell a young woman’s journey.  
 

Once there was, once there wasn’t. When the world was full of people and when many lamps 

lit the earth, when carts ran over fields and when seeds were untrue, there lived a young 
woman in the lands of ancient gods and goddesses, where farming was born in old, old days. 
Fields were green, fields were golden. Rivers roared and sun glimpsed through the millions of 
leaves that crowned trees. It was a land of abundance, people said. Olives danced and grapes 
sang. Alas, the young woman lived far away from fields and animals, herbs and rivers, for she 
was born in the greatest city. City, it was. Streets were full, people were everywhere. Dark 
clouds covered its skies; dark waters ran down its hills. Big bazaars rivaled small ones, while 
smaller shops shut down one by one. Every night and day people ate and ate; they devoured 
the foods of distant lands and slept with peaceful dreams. Hence lived also the young woman, 
ate and never asked. Olives and grapes were at her table. When the time arrived, she left for 
school seeking truth in ancient gods and goddesses. For days and nights, she read and listened 
and sought the truth that never came. 
  
One day she took off to distant lands to see the faces of ancient gods and goddesses herself, but 
found the faces of farmers instead. Away from the city, she met them, the owners of ancient 
lands and seeds, who were weary and abused. What she had heard in the city was never true. 
Fields were grey, fields were black. Rivers hushed and leaves had dried. Farmers worked but 
had little, they sowed but reaped little. Olives and grapes cried. Land spoke to them, they did 
not hear. They spoke to others, others did not hear. Sultans were deaf since the beginning. The 
young woman returned home to her books with a heavy heart. She finished the school, and 
began another one. She turned to humans for truth this time. Gods and goddesses became the 
farmers of her lands.  
 
Life she shared,  
Food she shared,  
Work she shared,  
With farmers  
She became aware. 
She saw the remains of rivers long dried  
She saw the remains of trees long cried  
Animals hid never to return  
In the fields  
Poisons spilled and burned  
Fury grew within  
Sleep took her in…  
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…to ancient lands where ancient wisdom reigned. Mother Nature stood solemn with all her 
company. Trees and rivers sang together. Animals ran free. Tables were full, hearts were 
peaceful. Olives danced and grapes sang. At the core of her heart, the young woman felt the 
sting. It was the purest of all loves. It was the most real of all dreams.    
Where was this land, where was this place?  
Then she saw an old man approach. He said:  
 
Seek and you’ll find  
It is your journey now.  
 
Thus she woke up. She decided to follow this love, to find it and to live with it. She wanted to 
help the farmers of her land, she wanted to find the olives that danced and grapes that sang. 
She knew, if she reached her love, these she could attain. But she could not do it at home, her 
schools did not help. She needed the wisdom of distant schools. She needed the wisdom of 
distant tutors. Hence she left, off she went.  
 
Journey Begins: New People and New Tools  
 

It was the start of a big journey now. In search of the love, with different inns and stops. The 

school would be one of these.  
 
Up she went, down she went.  
She went a little, she went afar.  
Northway was the name, she arrived. 
 
Unlike was everything she saw. Tables ran errands, papers flew in air. People’s voices echoed 
distant lands. Lands of rice spoke, lands of wheat listened. Lands of wheat spoke, lands of milk 
listened. They sat together; they ate together. And rare were the tutors. They welcomed them 
into a new world and taught together.  
 
To reach the higher aims pupils needed to learn many things, tutors said. In their journey, they 
would need tools to use, companions to trust. These would teach them how to survive, in order 
to bear the future real lives. Here they would be equipped, here they would be trained.  
 
Tools indeed would be much valuable. The first one tutors gave was a mirror in which they all 
stood. It was a bright mirror, and it showed people within people, and the world within the 
world. The mirror would help them learn, the mirror would help them teach. Through seeing 
their own faces, they would see their senses. Senses would lead to thoughts, thoughts would 
lead to deeds. But pupils would do it on their own, and teachers would not teach alone.  
 
Hence, the young woman saw herself within herself. Mirror, she thought, had many faces that 
she would learn. Mirror, had many angles that she would try. Teachers were the guiding lights, 
but mirror was the only guide. They told her that this mirror could help her find what she was 
looking for.  
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Mother Nature?  
Maybe.  
Dancing olives and singing grapes?  
Maybe.  
Rivers that roared, plants that strolled?  
Maybe.  
Her role within?  
Definitely, they answered.  
 
Second, tutors gave her colored pens. They were blue, green and red. She chose the green. Blue 
was too rigid, red was too soft. Blue drew brains, red drew hearts. Green drew only clouds. She 
could only draw with green for she liked to dream. But teachers said she had to use them all. So 
she shared with others who chose blue and red. They painted rainbows in the end, and three 
colors they tried to blend.  
 
Then the teachers took them for a short visit. This was to set the scene, to reveal what was so far 
unseen. Mirror showed the way.  
 
Up they went, down they went.  
They went a little, they went afar.  
Fokhol was the name, they arrived.  
 
Here tutors asked them to wander 
With friends they just began to gather 
To see and to capture 
The farm, the land and the farmer. 
 
Big was the farm,  
And were the fields,  
As large as her dreams.  
Onions she picked, walks she did.  
It was different, 
It was unknown for her. She had seen olives and grapes, but not much wheat and meat. 
She had a hard time to see what all these meant to be. 
She had friends to help her 
To see and to capture, but  
Amazed they were all, and unsure  
About how to paint a rich picture.  
 
The young woman’s thoughts were blurry. What was she doing there? Why did teachers choose 
not to teach everything? What was the point of seeing when there was no doing? They saw and 
watched, but knowledge, tutors did not much share. Who would give the knowledge that she 
did not know? The young woman asked and asked, but no one replied.  
 
But, somehow they drew and painted.  
And saw how everything was connected.  
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The young woman began to see.  
 
Connection was the key. Connection was the essence.  
Connection was the young woman’s mission,  
Thus began her first lesson.  
 
Then, the lessons ran deeper in wisdom. Tutors again gave them tools. This time it was a 
compass.  
Soft paths she would choose, it said. Hard paths she would avoid, it said.  
Soft would embrace all,  
Hard would ignore whole.  
Soft looked at the unknown,  
But hard looked at what was already known.  
 
The compass was not a new tool for her. She knew already how to walk on soft pathways. Her 
life back home ran on soft ways. She came from the lands of multitude. She came from where 
everything depended on attitude. Soft ways she learnt as a child. She knew, without them, it 
was impossible to survive.  
 
So she knew already what others now embraced. Her culture had taught her how to read a 
compass without her knowing it. It was innate, it was inside her. Only she did not call it a 
compass before. Thus she became confident, but she also questioned. How could she connect 
her past and the present? 
  
The compass went on:  
She would start with the unknown  
She would then set free what’s sown  
In her mind  
And act!  
She would only in the end perform.  
 
She would be the bridge between distant lands.  
A bridge to bring together enemy lands.  
Dividing wholes, she would not attempt,  
Single angles in her mind would be exempt.  
Farmers would talk, she would listen.  
Sultans would talk, she would listen.  
Soil would talk, she would listen. Plants would talk, she would listen.  
Farming was not only farming,  
People were there too, dreaming and wishing,  
She had to think about them and include,  
As some others before her arguedi. 
  
Easy she thought at first. People, she listened before. People, she cared before. She felt what she 
brought from her lands would help her more. Only soil she did not know, thus she begged to 
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learn more. Wait, teachers said; wait for a while, for you will only work now on “how”. She was 
not patient; she knew the soft ways, she knew the people. She wanted to act now not listen, for 
she was not the easy pupil.  
 
She knew how to swim in unknown waters.  
She knew how to answer soft questions.  
But she did not know soil, or plants, or animals.  
She thought she would learn more on them,  
But no! Wait they said, wait until you master before you condemn.  
 
Hence, she decided to try her chance,  
And to see how she would advance.  
 
Days passed and lessons went on. They read silently, they read loudly. They read to each other 
and they applauded each other. Many people they discovered. Many thoughts they discussed.  
 
Mirror had many names they learnt. One person said:  
Old mirrors are broken, they only showed the visible.  
Praise the new one for it also shows the invisibleii.  
 
Tutors continued giving them tools. This time it was a big, shiny book. But inside, it had only 
white pages and a riddle on the cover. And it was called the Book of Learning. 
It said:  
  
Listen, listen children of distant lands  
We ask you to do  
We ask you to think  
But watch, we ask before  
And feel, we ask beforeiii.  
 
What did this mean? The young woman did not know.  
When she opened the pages, words began to appear. The book first told her that she liked 
feeling more. Others maybe watched, or thought, but for her, feeling was more important. 
Inside the book the picture of a cycle appeared. Feeling was the first, then came the others. The 
cycle turned and turned and thus people learned.  
Feel, she knew, feel she did. But how to watch, then think, then act? These she did not know. 
The book would write it, she thought. 
 
Mirror tried to help her understand the book. It brought the wisdom of another man. He 
explained: 
  
First they would all feel,  
before they could deal  
with obstacles.  
Feeling meant living,  
It meant touching and seeing  
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The actual struggles.  
Deeds would only come in the endiv.  
 
With the tools in her hands and words of wisdom in her mind, the young woman stood still. 
She was confused and amazed for she had not seen anything like these. Tools were magical, 
men of wisdom mystical. It was all too blurry. 
 
The road she took in the beginning was now divided. A crossroad opened in front of her. How 
to reach her love now? How to reach her goal? 
 
One was the old way she had in her mind. The other was what she had learnt in this new land. 
She did not know what to choose. She had wished solid knowledge instead of tools. She had 
wished deeds instead of thoughts. The new path offered things she did not imagine. She wished 
to see the tutors show the way, but she found herself alone instead.  
 
Why? She asked many times. Why was she there? Did she want to take the risk?  
And the old man appeared many times to remind. He said “To reach your love, try all, try the 
new and try the wise!” So she knew why she was there. She knew why she wanted to move on. 
Mother Nature awaited, she wanted to lend a hand. Olives and grapes needed her; she wanted 
to lend a hand. Why not give a chance? Thus she chose the new way. If the new one promised, 
she would not long linger.  
 
Going into the Unknown  
 

The young woman put her new tools in her sack and continued her main journey. She had 

chosen the new path. But this time she was not alone. She had friends she did not know, friends 
she did not choose. They made her company; teachers set them to a short training journey. She 
had never had companions before. They were to help her for a while, until she learns how to 
survive.  
 
One was tall and blonde; he had the power of tongue,  
One was a neighbor to her home land, and he knew each animal and plant,  
Other two came together and knew how to make everything better,  
One read well, and the other planned  
And herself, she thought, crafted and was good to blend  
All.  
 
Teachers said that they had to work together. This was their main task for the journey. To eat 
together, to walk together. And hope together.  
And it was a dangerous journey they said.  
Monsters waited,  
Giants reigned.  
They attacked  
People who were left unfed.  
Health was no more.  
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Life was no more.  
Food was far  
And was sold always in a big bazaar.  
Olives and grapes traveled  
To the lands of wheat and meat.  
What to do? They would see  
How to do? They would seek  
But first they would go and speak!  
 
The group feared the future. It was indeed dangerous, but in this short part of their journeys, 
they had to be courageous. It was a big step for future; it was a big step for the young woman. It 
was a big journey within her main journey. If they survived this one, they would be ready for 
future ones. Hence they left. 
 
Up they went, down they went.  
They went a little, they went afar.  
Goodbye Land was the name, they arrived.  
 
Adventures in Goodbye Land  
 

First they met their host. A woman with joy, a woman with a great role. She was trying to help 

people eat well, but how, she could not foretell. The group was there to help her. They were 
there to guide. She was a confused woman, for she did not know how to bring change. Alas, 
Goodbye Land was difficult to govern. People did not care about food, nor did they know. They 
bought at a big bazaar; and they carried their food from far. They ate the grapes and olives of 
distant lands. The group knew this was the core that they had to solve.  
 
Farmers were there as well. They had grain; they had meat, but these they could not treat. They 
had no place in their lands that they could replace. They sold all to the big town. Some farmers 
had chosen the true path, and asked the grace of Mother Nature. But they were worse for they 
had no place to sell, they did not know how, to people, tell.  
The group began to think because these people were difficult to link.  
 
Then the group went to see schools. Children cheered and played. They saw the future in 
children’s eyes. It was dark if they did not eat. It was bright if there was Nature for them to 
feed. The group knew now where the future lied, and solutions they began to tie.  
 
One day they met the giants they had heard before. Big these were indeed. Everyone in 
Goodbye Land, they tried to feed. They had no law, they had no faith.  
One was bigger and stronger; and this, they tried to discover. Battle, they were ready for.  
  
Milk it bought and milk it sold.  
And reigned over it.  
Take it or leave it the giant would always say.  
Farmers obeyed for they had no choice,  
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True milk, they could not sell anymore.  
For the giant did not care.  
 
…the group visited many others. They were like a doctor who visited each house; they tried to 
perceive the wrongs. They were like birds that brought news of distant lands; through their 
own unique eyes they tried to understand. And they were like a watch guard who could see all, 
for they chose to work with the whole. They wanted to follow what their teachers told them 
before. A rich picture was to be drawn with all the parts carefully sown.  
 
They saw the reality and felt it  
And now they had to think about it  
Feel and think, feel and think, they went back and forth,  
As the blank book’s cover already told.  
 
The group also visited a farm. It was the farm of her dreams, where mothers reigned, where 
children played. But there were also many obstacles. The young woman did not understand. 
She had no true education in farming the lands. But her companions saw it better, and helped 
her to see. She was glad to work with them for she would otherwise pretend to understand. But 
she was powerful too, in her own ways. She could feel how farmers felt; their dreams and 
senses she could easily tell. She did not know how to farm, but she knew how to talk and ask. 
Her past helped her.  
 
Hence, she saw what groups stood for.  
One for all, all for one.  
The farm and people  
They would together explore.  
 
They set out to draw a rich picture. All they learnt came to their help. They recalled Fokhol, 
they recalled the lessons. All the “Why”s were answered soon. Books they read explained what 
they saw. People they met explained what they would follow. And the tools…the tools were 
there to lend a hand.  
 
The young woman used them all. 
She used the mirror to understand her role inside,  
She used the compass to see her path,  
Blank book, which started to write,  
And pencils she began to unite.  
 
Mirror showed:  
She was there to connect her past to their future  
She was there to lead their way to Mother Nature  
She was there to see how food was sown, how food was born  
She was there for Goodbye Land, to cure. 
 
Compass pointed:  
She would look at all, for Goodbye Land was a whole  
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She would walk and walk until she saw  
The connections and the truth. But since these were unknown  
It was her to find them in turn.  
 
Blank Book bore her feelings. 
It wrote and wrote for her, instead of her,  
Until she saw  
It was hard to move on,  
For she was not used to think much before anything was done.  
 
The group returned home worn out. Giants they blamed, people they blamed. They knew what 
to do, but how? They used the mirror, they used the compass, but in the end they were only 
surprised.  
 
It was not easy to draw what they had seen,  
and they did not know how to use  
Blue, red and green.  
The rich picture tore them down.  
Where to put the people?  
Where to put the bazaar?  
How to connect, how to try?  
One left,  
Others remained. 
One came,  
Another went away.  
Cultures clashed, words were wrong.  
Ideas died and were reborn.  
Days and days they talked,  
Sometimes they fought,  
Sometimes they laughed.  
Then they understood how to try,  
Instead of talk, blame and cry.  
Listening was the key, for they were all different;  
Sharing was the key, for they could not stay distant.  
And a plan, they needed most,  
Lucky they saw this  
Before it was too late to finish.  
 
Thus they set out for work.  
 
The farm needed them, for it was about to change.  
Two daughters were coming and they had everything to rearrange.  
Plants they could not eat were grown everywhere,  
Animals they could not use were now hard to bear, 
And who would carry soon the farm burden? 
More places were needed, since more people now lived 
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And they wanted to feed others when there were not many vegetables.  
 
The group saw it was not only farming, 
People were there too, living and aging.  
The farm was not only plants or only animals  
The farm was also people, their lives and ambitions.  
The group saw how to work on soft paths,  
And the young woman cheered, for she knew now  
How to use her knowledge here.  
 
Then they looked at Goodbye Land  
Here they more needed to lend a hand  
How to make people eat? How to make people unite?  
It was not only giants, it was not only farmers.  
Sultans reigned before,  
And people wanted more and more  
Olives and grapes  
And less coins to pay.  
The task was difficult and the group thought and thought  
In order to find the truth.  
Future would bring it.  
 
The young woman stopped to breathe. Her journey had taken a different turn now. Her blurred 
visions were being wiped. Skies were almost bright. Clouds that asked “why” were leaving and 
the young woman was finally smiling.  
She was different than before. No longer was she a pupil lost in books and lessons. No longer 
did she feel alone. She was learning now from inside the journey, inside the tasks. She had 
chosen the right way when road had split up. But she had still a long way to go. She had to find 
answers. Her group waited, and for the future they prepared. 
 
Stepping into the Future 
 
Questions remained in front of them. They had to learn how to answer these. How to forge the 
future of the farm? How to frame the future of Goodbye Land? Feeling was enough, now they 
had to learn how to plan and move forward.  
 
Tutors again tried to help. See, they said. See the future.  
 
Envision yourself 
Envision others 
See the future first before it anchors. 
 
Again the woman was confused. In her home lands, visions were not common for they all lived 
in confusion. Too much lived, too many happened. She and others, they never learned to 
envision. They feared dreams, for they would hardly be true scenes.  
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Tutors kept saying: 
 
If you see then it will be easier to make 
The dreams come true.  
Visions will give you the frames 
Of your expected aims. 
 
Hence they set out to dream. 
First themselves 
Then others 
Farms and farmers 
People and animals 
All took part in their visions 
Until they could not longer 
 
She first saw herself within a farm. It had the colors she loved, the plants she adored. She could 
almost touch her dream and felt its reality. When she opened her eyes the farm did not 
disappear. It had anchored in her mind.  
Then she dreamed with her companions. 
 
They were allowed to be free 
To dream most openly 
None in the group could say No 
Their minds were not to be narrow. 
 
They sat down and envisioned the future of Goodbye Land. They dreamed about a market 
where farmers enjoyed life. They saw people in abundance approaching stalls, and buying 
fruits of their lands. They saw merchants, they saw children. All united in the name of Goodbye 
Land. They loved their lands, they loved their farms.  
 
It was a good dream, she thought. Dreaming was never valued by other people she met before. 
Here tutors were insisting. Dream, see and envision, they said. So she did, so they did. This 
would be valuable when dreaming about her own future later. On her main path visioning 
would prove right. Past had enough of NOs, present was no better. But future would need new 
ways. If she wanted to reach her dream she should be free and unleash her thoughts. Change 
meant openness. Change meant boldness. She felt confident and ready. These new lands were 
teaching her to dream freely.  
 
Later they began to turn visions into steps. Goodbye Land needed their dreams to flourish. 
They first thought of people.  
 
Who could do? Who could not? 
Who could serve while others await? 
Who could come, who could donate? 
 
Then they thought of land. 
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Where to build the market, where to gather people?  
Where to react, where to enact?  
 
She saw it was hard to unite their ways. Their dream had been in unison, but their paths 
wavered when they faced action. They spent days to plan a second visit to Goodbye Land. And 
finally they departed, with sketches, dreams and meetings they planned.  
 
Up they went, down they went.  
They went a little, they went afar.  
Goodbye Land was the name, they again arrived.  
 
Goodbye Land, Again 

 
She felt joy when she arrived again. They have been dreaming about these lands, she felt part of 
them now. They would work on these lands; she felt she would be attached to them now. 
 
First they went to see their farm. The family awaited them. They sat together, and dreamed 
together. The farm would flourish in the future they all thought. People would come and eat 
there. People of everywhere would come and walk there. It would be a farm for all, a farm for 
dreams. It would be a farm for family, a farm of dreams. Visioning that they learned in the 
lessons helped them to connect to the minds of the family. They collected thoughts and 
enriched them. They collected feelings and prospered them. She left the farm with hope. 
Change would certainly come as they all envisioned.  
 
Then they set out for the meeting they planned. People who worked for food, people who lived 
for food were invited. It was the meeting for Goodbye Land; it was the meeting for all to stand.  
 
They would talk,  
Express, react and reflect  
So that they can have some effect 
For the future.  
 
Alas joy became despair and smiles, tears 
As people began to appear 
In the meeting hall. 
 
It was the land of Northway, 
And people thus spoke the tongue of Northway. 
The group waited the tongue of all, 
But in the end it did not come their way. 
 
Hours passed without them 
People did not see them 
Words did not reach them 
Their ears were deaf, their eyes watery 
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For they could not speak nor agree. 
Meeting was good for others 
But it was bad for its planners.  
 
Their journey was sour, it ended without laughter. They returned back to tutors and class, but 
they felt no joy or passion. They had work to do to show the tutors. They had work to do to 
help the people. How? They did not know, nor wanted to know. 
 
Anger burst into the group and they fell apart. 
It was a missed chance and they no longer felt smart. 
What to do, they asked 
Answers did not come. 
Where to restart, they asked 
Solutions were unwelcome. 
 
But they had to move on, she knew. 
  
Success did not come for free  
And it did not grow bigger 
Without the help of failure. 
 
They felt bitter, lost and confused. One less meant more for all.  
But they knew they had to move forward.  
It was then she saw again what groups were for.  
One for all, all for one. Even if all meant four. 
 
They clang to each other 
To raise their spirits high. 
They leaned on another 
To be able to walk and try. 
 
Tutors expected to see the diary of their journeys. They wanted to see if they were able to help 
the farm and the Goodbye Land. They wanted them to think and to write. 
 
It was almost the end. Spirits were high again. They were ready for the last leap.  
For nights letters ran among them. 
Words flew, words landed. 
 
The secret of the Blank Book was revealed at that time. The young woman saw that she was 
indeed more of a feeler than planner or actor. She was good for beginnings, not for ends, for she 
feared she would not properly end. In her home lands she was taught to be careful, and not to 
decide. Decisions were not for her to take pride. Here she saw this for the first time. She had 
thought about herself differently, as always ready to take action; but here it was revealed that 
she was unlikely to offer thoughts for action. Her thoughts came in the beginning and framed 
the way, but when the roads split she was having hard time to sway. Blank Book was full of 
words now that she understood. It was the same for all her companions, for they all learned 
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what they could not before fathom. They saw how they worked, they saw what they lacked. 
And they learned how they should from now on act.  
 
They set out to work. 
 
The young woman was the main writer for she knew how to make words lighter. 
The others worked well again 
One read and the other planned 
The neighbor to her home lands was the one after 
The soil and plant. 
And all of these the young woman combined. 
They thought and wrote, thought and wrote. Letters filled their postboxes. 
And when they were through, this time there was again much laughter. 
 
Off they sent the diaries. 
 
One Journey Ends, Millions Begin 
 
It was almost the end of her short journey. The young woman felt the sadness. She was not 
weary, for she had worked in joy. Bitter times were forgotten easily. She saw her journey 
coming to an end, but her main journey remained and awaited. She had finished one journey 
within many. Her love was waiting her; she still had a long way to go to reach the beauties of 
Mother Nature. Yet, she now had many tools that would help. Tutors and companions would 
be there to lend a hand. And laughs to remember, songs they sang together.  
 
Mirror had become her, she had become the mirror 
It was all around her, it embraced and devoured her 
Two, they became one together. 
From now on mirror would never leave her. 
 
Compass  
That she did not favor 
In the beginning 
Had proven her wrong. 
She was a compass reader back home, true, 
But it had never been used properly before. 
Here she learned the secrets of it, 
The ways and many languages of it. 
In the multiple roads that mirror would take her, 
Compass would guide and lead her. 
 
Blank Book was no longer blank 
For it was filled with words of black. 
She saw how she was 
With others 
And with herself 
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When learning 
As she turned and turned in the cycle of 
Becoming. 
 
And the colored pencils! 
They turned into one. 
All colors were in it 
Like all people 
Who were parts of it. 
They would always be with her to paint. 
 
And people! 
Tutors 
Whom she praised 
Companions 
To whom she could relate. 
They would be with her as they had been all the time. 
She learned much 
She shared much 
She loved much. 
They would walk together even if they split now, 
They would work together even if they would say Bye now. 
The world needed them and they all knew it. 
 
The young woman felt the change in her. She had followed her heart and come to Northway. 
Now she knew it was the right thing to do. She had made a wise decision. But she had changed 
much for she saw much, felt much. 
 
She had listened to the cry 
Of olives and grapes 
Before she arrived 
But now she could speak 
Also to wheat and meat. 
She had even learned the language of rice! 
She had opened her eyes to the world,  
And she was now ready to try 
All she could. 
She no longer felt little 
For she knew she could do much bigger. 
The world was there to explore. 
 
Hence she stepped out to the later parts of her journey. 
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Guide for Metaphors 
 

 
Mirror: With the use of mirror I tried to refer to Agroecology (both the discipline in general and 
the UMB degree). I wanted to present Agroecology this way as it is a new way of 
understanding and seeing the world (of food and farming systems). 
 
Compass: By compass I referred to Soft Systems Methodology since it is a guideline to work 
inside Agroecology (or any other discipline that tries to solve complex situations). Like a 
compass, SSM offers a walkthrough to people who are investigating a case. 
 
Blank Book: I wanted to refer to Kolb’s Learning Cycle with this metaphor since learning in this 
sense was a new way for me and therefore was “blank”. I had never discovered my learning 
style before, and it was revealed to me during the case work. 
 
Pencils: Obviously these referred to the three personality traits we discovered at the beginning 
of the semester. I think these were already presented to us by the metaphor of color, and 
therefore it was easier to connect to them. 
 
Olives and Grapes: I used these two to refer first to my home country most specifically to the 
regions I traveled before. I had not known much about meat & wheat production, and before I 
came farming for me meant vegetable and fruit farming mainly. By using these in the text I also 
wanted to remind the reader about my background and my motivation.   
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