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"I don't know — I can see you all,
but somehow I still feel disconnected."
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Due to Covid-19, in-person classes have been cancelled.

FERMENT FOMENT
An Invitation from Wormfarm Institute

M

ark your calendars this fall for the 11th
annual Fermentation Fest—A Live Culture
Convergence where farmers, artists, chefs, fermenters, and eaters converge to celebrate live
culture in all its forms.

When conditions require a shift to accommodate the
effects of a virus, who better to adapt than a festival
that asks us to pay close attention to microbes—
unseen forces that nourish or in some cases infect
us. Fermentation is transformation: a natural process
of decay that, when balanced and well-monitored,
yields health, flavor, and mood-enhancing properties.
Gathering for hands-on classes isn’t possible this year,
but traveling the DTour is.

The Farm/Art DTour returns September 26-October 4
for its eighth year! The agri/cultural excursion remains
free of charge. Because social distancing is built in, artists undeterred and visitors eager to venture outside will
continue exploring timeless connections to the land.
Learning opportunities abound along the new route,
punctuated by site-responsive artwork, local food markets, roadside poetry, educational Field Notes, and more.
We invite you to pick up a Map and drive through Sauk
County’s working farmlands at your own pace. Meander,
learn, listen, reflect.
Can’t wait for the DTour? Join a Zoom conversation
now about food, farming, and the land hosted by our
partners at Local Voices Network (see page 11). Though
we’ve certainly had to adapt this year, we’re still under
the influence of fermentation: effervescent, agitated,
excited. Come join us!

CHECK FERMENTATIONFEST.COM FOR UPDATES AND WHERE TO PICK UP A MAP
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FROM THE DIRECTOR

Y

ou will likely read this Guide months after its words and images were
swimming around in the minds of various writers and artists, drafted,
reconsidered, revised then arranged on the page. You will hold it, fold it,
maybe tear out a page or highlight a passage, its physicality noted—its
smell, texture, the sound as pages turn. A lot of time was spent deciding
whether newsprint was the way to go. Ultimately, printing in the mode of
zine or old-school news instead of digital chatter felt important this year. And
investment in this (semi) durable object energized those who contributed,
edited, and proofed it. We made something lasting—together. Fermentation
essentially does the same thing: takes a fresh seasonal crop with limited
shelf-life (barley) or a perishable nutrient (milk) which—subjected to natural processes, tended by a trusted editor-of-sorts—is made to last, providing
tomorrow's nourishment: beer, cheese, zine. Buen provecho!
These pages in past years were full of fermentation classes to sign up for. This
year they herald frolicking in hayfields, consider our mutual well-being, and
reckon with political divisiveness. They speak to the abundance that the land
provides, and ask that we are first curious and then care deeply about farmers,
history, and land that sustains us.

Our future and
fortunes are
inextricably (if
sometimes invisibly)
linked along
the rural-urban
continuum. The
knee bone is indeed
connected to the
thigh bone.

Which urgent news story was affecting each contributor when we crafted our
essay? And will that urgency have diminished or quickened by the time you
read it? Gestated during an historic upheaval in health, the economy, and civic
life, the following articles and artworks are multifaceted. As contributors Sara
Black and Amber Ginsburg write, “We do not have to agree.” But perhaps we
might consider another’s perspective. The elephant (and donkey) are welcome
in this room. The DTour takes place one month before the presidential election, in a swing county, in a swing state. Though we too often perceive ourselves divided, our future and fortunes are inextricably (if sometimes invisibly)
linked along the rural-urban continuum. The knee bone is indeed connected to
the thigh bone.
This fall, we will likely need to be reminded of the undervalued assets that
surround us: the teeming life in the soil, the possibilities of agriculture’s next
iterations, and the sensual pleasure of taking it all in. The arts can help. The
Farm/Art DTour allows the precious opportunity to gather together for festivity and fresh air. Bread & Puppet Theatre founder Peter Schumann said of
his multi-decade rural experiment: “The purpose of the pageants was to look
at the sky, to think about the contrast between the green field and the blue
sky…the puppet show was just an excuse, a framework to be able to see the
landscape.” Likewise, the DTour draws attention to the importance of what
farmers do everyday and reminds us of the culture embedded in agri-culture.
It’s a glimpse into the land’s geologic and human history and an invitation
to come closer. Food, art, and conversation are the connective tissues that
cushion the bones and flesh out the body politic. We’re in it together. I do
believe “dem bones, dem bones gonna rise again.”

—Donna Neuwirth, Wormfarm Institute Executive Director
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RE-MEMBERING THE LAND
CURT MEINE

Once you have lived on the land, been a partner with its
moods, secrets, and seasons, you cannot leave. The living
land remembers, touching you in unguarded moments,
saying, “I am here. You are a part of me.”
—Ben Logan, The Land Remembers: The Story of a Farm and Its People (1975)

T

he writer Ben Logan grew
up on a hilltop farm on the
western rim of the Kickapoo
River valley, about fifty miles
west of this year’s Farm/Art
DTour. Born one hundred years ago,
on September 9, 1920, Logan in his
youth saw dramatic changes come
over his home landscape. Hybrid
corn and mechanized farm equipment. Destructive soil erosion and
dust storms. Economic depression
and world war. Five decades later
Logan revisited his boyhood experience in The Land Remembers, his
classic memoir of life on a small

farm in southwestern Wisconsin.
Published in 1975 and in many editions since, The Land Remembers has
captured for hundreds of thousands
of readers, in Wisconsin and far
beyond, a world that in many ways
has vanished, but that in other ways
endures and constantly renews itself.
Logan’s intimate portrait of his
family’s farm included facets of daily
life that are now remembered only
by our oldest relatives and neighbors.
Midwestern agriculture has evolved in
ways that we can fully appreciate only
in retrospect, and that has left it both

incredibly efficient and highly vulnerable to economic and environmental
change. Our traditional dairy farms in
particular are buffeted by forces that
have been in play for decades, but
that are now hitting home acutely.
And yet there is also so much that
is timeless in the word pictures
Logan painted. Springtime seeds
that “entered into some mysterious
partnership with soil, water, air and
sun and began to grow and become
part of the living land.” The “sweet,
clean smell of hay drying in the hot
sun.” Autumn days “full of windless
smoky warmth, the sky deep blue
and cloudless, the sunshine brilliant.”
Such scenes lodged deep in Logan’s
memory. By the time he wrote his
book, Logan had earned two degrees
at the University of Wisconsin, survived wartime trauma, traveled the
world, and lived a busy professional
life in New York. Yet, however removed
Logan was from western Wisconsin,
the land never stopped calling to him.
Eventually it called him home. Ten
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years after he published his book,
Logan and his wife purchased the
original family farm and retired back
to the Kickapoo Valley.
The Land Remembers was an unlikely
and unexpected best seller. Most
remarkable, even to its author,
was how readers far removed from
rural Wisconsin life responded to
his stories. Once, while riding the
subway in New York City, Logan was
amused to find the young woman
sitting next to him reading The Land
Remembers. When she chuckled, he
asked her, “Good book?” “Yes,” she
replied, “a very good book.” The
reviewer for Time magazine marveled
that, somehow, there was “some
collective memory that says this is
all familiar, that we ourselves have
experienced it.”
Logan himself realized that such
familiarity emanated from the land
itself, and that his words simply
provided the other part of the partnership. We connect because we are
connected. No matter how removed
from our living roots we may seem or
imagine ourselves to be, we are still of
the land. We are earthbound, always.
As we come and go. As we emerge and
return. As we overlook and remember.

The land cradles all life. It outlives
us all. We are all bound together
with it into an immense circle of life.
It forever remembers us and writes
an epitaph for the good and evil we
do to it. —Ben Logan
Every place remembers, and is
remembered, differently. Every
terrain holds a unique trove. Every
landscape is layered with particular
stories and meanings.
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This year’s edition of the Farm/Art
DTour takes in a generous portion
of southern Sauk County, between
the Baraboo Hills and the lower
Wisconsin River. The land remembers
a lot here. The memories are as layered as the sandstone formations—
the Wonewoc, Tunnel City, and
St. Lawrence, the Jordan, Oneota,

plants, fungi and microbes. It served
as stage for forests and oak woodlands,
wetlands and prairies, in a constant
dance with the climate, responding
to long-term changes in temperature,
moisture, fire, and drought.
The land remembers ancient people
first coming into the land at least

We connect because we are connected. No
matter how removed from our living roots
we may seem or imagine ourselves to be,
we are still of the land.
and St. Peter—that poke out above
the cropped and pastured valleys.
The land here remembers time even
older than the sandstone: Precambrian
seabeds now bound tight in the hard
pink quartzite of the Baraboo Hills.
The land remembers how the
Wisconsin River, once upon a time,
flowed the other way, channeling the
ancestral Mississippi eastward.
The land remembers being on edge,
with glaciers advancing and stopping
and melting back, repeatedly over two
and half million years. To the east,
the land was blanketed with transported boulders, gravels, sands, and
clay—the glacial drift. To the west, the
land is driftless. A north-south ridge
traces that edge across Sauk County.
The land remembers the last advance
of the Big Ice twenty thousand years
ago. It recalls the epic, week-long
flood a few thousand years later that
drained Glacial Lake Wisconsin from
the sand counties further north,
hewed out the Wisconsin Dells, and
scoured the river valley all the way
down to Wyalusing.
The land remembers successive
arrivals and departures of animals and

twelve millennia ago, their lifeways
evolving to meet new hardships and
opportunities. It could see itself in the
effigy mounds that the late ancestors
built in the shape of animals and water
spirits and, occasionally, humans.
The land remembers its Native
peoples. It bears the blood of 1832,
when the war chief Black Hawk led
his mixed band of Sauk, Fox, and
Kickapoo across the Wisconsin River
valley, in retreat before the pursuing
United States militia. Crossing the
river near Sauk Prairie, they made
their way overland to the
Mississippi River before being massacred at Bad Axe.
The land records the trauma of the
Ho-Chunk Nation’s removal—and
the triumph of Ho-Chunk resistance
and resilience.
The land remembers the arrival of
Europeans and Euro-Americans
from the east, in search of furs and
land, freedom and wealth. It saw the
obliteration of the 14,000-acre Sauk
Prairie, and all else that was lost and
gained in the process.
The land remembers sons marching
off to Civil War in the distant South
and East.

The land remembers their daughters enacting the right
to vote one hundred years ago, in the summer of 1920.
The land remembers the attack on Pearl
Harbor, the U.S. entry into World War Two,
and the rapid removal of eighty farm families
from the former prairie, to build the Badger
Army Ammunition Plant. There, now, the
Ho-Chunk Nation has reclaimed a portion of
their ancestral homeland. It is Maa Wákąčąk—
Mah-wah-kun-chunk—Sacred Earth.
The land holds more recent memories of shuttered farms and expanded fields, spreading
highways and houses, more frequent floods
and restored prairies. The land shows a new
and different human face every morning—every
moment—as its people are birthed and pass
on, move out and arrive, visit and stay home. As
people change.
And now, for a brief time, the land hosts even more
art than usual. Art to help us make meaning of it
all, see ourselves in it, focus our eyes on its beauty
and its specialness. Art to challenge our memories
of land, and to make something new and fresh of
them. Art—and music and dance and food and
stories—to bring people and land together and
celebrate our connections.

There is no neat and easy way to tell
the story of a farm. A farm is a process,
where everything is related, everything
happening at once. It is a circle of life, and
there is no logical place to begin a perfect
circle. —Ben Logan
In time, the land will remember, too, what we
do to it, with it, and upon it. It will mark our own
passing through.
Aldo Leopold, who taught Ben Logan at the university in Madison in the early 1940s, once wrote
that “The landscape of any farm is the owner’s
portrait of himself.” It takes no great leap of logic to
extend Leopold’s observation. The landscape of Sauk
County, of Wisconsin, of the nation, of the continent, is

our collective portrait of ourselves—of who we are, who we
have been, and who we have the potential to be. Whether
farmers or consumers, engineers or artists, city-dwellers
or rural residents, we create this shared portrait
through the choices we make, the policies we adopt,
and the values we recognize.
And it is revealing no great secret to note that we live
in a time when the land reveals our deep divisions
as much as our cherished connections. We find
ourselves in a troubled layer of land-time, amid
a global pandemic, economic upheaval, and a
historic reckoning with justice in our national
life. Now the land seems not only to remember
many pasts, but to ask unavoidable questions
about the future. How shall we find common
ground between our urban and rural communities? How do we create stronger, mutually
beneficial connections? How can we honor all
the relationships needed to ensure health—
from the bugs and microbes in the soil to the
living diversity of our landscapes, from our
own personal well-being to the resilience of
our communities and our planet? What may
we find in ourselves in this place, at this time?
In her 2015 book Trace: Memory, History, Race,
and the American Landscape, geologist and
writer Lauret Savoy wrote, “We may find that
home lies in re-membering—in piecing together
the fragments left—and in reconciling what it
means to inhabit terrains of memory, and to be
one.” Farmers, like artists—like all of us, really, in
one manner or another—piece things together as
best we can to create sustenance and beauty, wonder
and meaning. Our daily bread and daily dreams.
The folding bluffs and level valleys of southern Sauk
County are as good a place as any—as all—to look and
to remember who we are.

Curt Meine is a conservation biologist, historian, and
celebrated author. In addition to his work with the
Center for Humans and Nature, Meine serves as
Senior Fellow with the Aldo Leopold Foundation,
Research Associate with the International Crane
Foundation, and a Fellow with the Wisconsin
Academy of Sciences, Arts & Letters. He is Adjunct
Associate Professor in the Department of Forest
and Wildlife Ecology at UW-Madison, and active as a
founding member of the Sauk Prairie Conservation Alliance.
Backbone; Vertebral Column, by Lexi Ames
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RISING INTEREST
IN YEAST?
Back in April, Cynthia Gorney wrote a story for
National Geographic featuring this tweet from
Sudeep Agarwala: “Friends, I learned last night
over Zoom drinks that ya'll're baking so much that
there's a shortage of yeast?! I, your local frumpy
yeast geneticist have come here to tell you this:
THERE IS NEVER A SHORTAGE OF YEAST…
Instructions below.”

AGARWALA’S YEAST-HARVESTING METHOD
1. Find some dried fruit in your kitchen—raisins,
prunes, etc. You don’t need much.
2. Put tablespoon or so of the fruit (whole is fine)
in a jar with about three tablespoons of water.
Stir it around. The water’s getting cloudy, right?
That’s yeast. It’s coming off the fruit. You’re just
harvesting it now for your own purposes.
Wormfarm recommends taking out fruit
	 before adding flour.
3. Mush in three or four tablespoons of flour,
doesn’t matter what kind, Agarwala likes using
white. As he says in his tweets: “DON’T GET
FANCY.” You want something the consistency of
wet dough.
4. Cover the jar loosely with a lid—you’re leaving
room for gas exchange—and find a warmish
place to put it. Around 70 degrees is right, but
don’t get fancy about this, either; your stove
top should work, near burners that are turned
on frequently.

No Old Man in the Sky, by Ashley Lusietto

SINGER, 1933
She’s still flexing those
pre-war muscles,
her piercing hum,
her panther eyes
She’s sewn her ways through
many wars,
uniting the pieces,
the populations
And now,
with my version of
my grandmother’s hands,
I begin to stitch through
this one,
against the tyrannical crowns,
mask after mask to protect, prevent,
a seam at a time,
humming
—Katrin Talbot
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SEASONAL RHYTHM DIAHANN LOHR

I

n terms of artistry, Wisconsin’s early spring can be
described as sepia. It’s that monochrome brown we
associate with old time photography. It’s also our
landscape as we await the coming equinox. It’s when
the snow has melted for a day, leaving the earth feeling
empty and exposed. It’s when the farm fields, fence lines,
and roadsides are colorless, still awakening from winter’s
long season of rest.
That was the scene six years ago when I visited Sauk
County, gateway to the Driftless Area. It was early March
and, as a graphic designer, I was in the area for an introductory meeting with Wormfarm folks. With time to
spare, I explored the backroads winding between the hills,
one bend after another. Serendipitously, I came around
a bend, and voilà! There next to a mailbox was the most
enchanting Easter tree ever. In an instant, Sauk County
was brought to life with a hundred colorful eggs blowing
in the wind.
Just as those Easter eggs introduced spring to Sauk
County, Wormfarm introduced me to the transformative
world of Fermentation Fest. As part of a design team, I was
honored to join them in planning this annual convergence
of art, agriculture, and all things fermented. In many
ways you could say we were like the very farmers the Fest
would later celebrate. In spring we planted seeds of ideas.
Throughout the summer we cultivated and watched them
grow. By autumn, each of our job roles had symbiotically

come together under the guidance of Donna Neuwirth,
executive director and co-founder of Wormfarm.
When October came I, of course, headed back to Sauk
County. Once again, I was captivated by the magic of this
cultureshed, a term coined by co-founder Jay Salinas.
Gone were the empty fields and in their place were
croplands ready for harvest. The rolling hills were transformed into vibrant shades of red and gold—this time,
as I came around a bend, I happened upon a group of
Amish children walking home from school. And amidst
this beauty was Fermentation Fest, where artists, chefs,
scientists, poets, farmers, urbanites, musicians, countryfolk—everyone—had come together to celebrate culture
in all its forms.
These days, I continue to be part of the seasonal rhythm
of Fermentation Fest. There’s just something about this
ever-evolving gig that touches my soul. Maybe it’s reconnecting to the land. Maybe it’s the partnering of culture
and agriculture, rural and urban communities. Or maybe
it’s simply hanging with people who appreciate the beauty
of a well-crumbed bread.
Diahann Lohr owns Adunate Word & Design, helping small businesses and non-profits tell their story. Working from her small
farm in Watertown, WI, she also obsesses over the sugar content
of her kombucha and the gases in her sourdough starter. Learn
more at adunate.com.

BLUE RIBBON
COMMISSION ON
RURAL PROSPERITY
Governor Evers announced the Blue Ribbon
Commission on Rural Prosperity earlier this year.
The Commission will be holding listening sessions
in August to explore the impacts of the COVID-19
pandemic on rural communities and identify
opportunities to build resilient rural economies.
For more information about the listening sessions
and the Commission’s activities, please visit
wedc.org/rural-prosperity.
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EARTH, SKY, WATER
This fall, Little Eagle Arts Foundation (LEAF) will
create a mosaic of locally sourced clay tiles along
the Great Sauk State Trail! Three sections—earth,
sky, and water—will speak to Ho-Chunk history and
lifeways, and honor the land that surrounds the
Trail. Director Melanie Sainz will work with Sauk
County families from the Ho-Chunk Nation and
Rural Urban Flow artists to create the mural. Come
out for the public opening during the DTour. Details
and more info at littleeagleartsfoundation.com and
fermentationfest.com.
This project was made possible through a donation
from the Ho-Chunk Nation to the Friends of the
Great Sauk State Trail with additional funds provided by the Sauk County Extension Arts & Culture
Committee and Wisconsin Arts Board. The project
is organized in collaboration with River Arts Inc.

THE LAND REMEMBERS

We’re excited to announce The Land Remembers,
a new addition to the DTour supported by the
Wisconsin Humanities Council and inspired by Ben
Logan’s beloved memoir. Every farmer knows the
land speaks if you know how to listen! Keep your
eyes peeled for large dialogue balloons—featuring
quotes from the diverse voices that have shaped
Wisconsin’s histories alongside writers imagining
what the land’s non-human inhabitants might say.
Special thanks to Curt Meine (see page 5).
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Local Voices Network amplifies underheard voices, connects people across differences, and shares the issues
that matter most to a region. Each conversation is recorded and uploaded to a custom platform where stories can
be shared with local media, policy makers, and members of the public.

JOIN THE CONVERSATION!
Farmers across Wisconsin face
mounting challenges yet all of us,
no matter where we live, continue
to depend on their efforts to
nourish us. It can be hard to know
what to do, but sometimes coming
together can shed light.
Wormfarm Institute is
collaborating with Local
Voices Network to facilitate
conversations about farming,
food, and the land. All of us
eat so all of us are affected
by farming and how land is
used. We invite diverse voices
from across the rural-urban
continuum to participate
in these free, 90-minute
conversations, happening on
Zoom through November.

“The DTour makes possible the
kind of place I want to help
create: one that celebrates
openness to new ways of seeing
each other’s creativity, gleaning
each other’s wisdom, witnessing
each other’s lives, and hearing
each other’s stories.”
—Dr. Katherine Cramer
Dr. Katherine Cramer’s decades of
research on rural-urban divide led
to the formation of the Local Voices
Network. She is the author of The
Politics of Resentment and a
political scientist at UW-Madison.

Register and learn more at
lvn.org/wormfarm
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CHANGED LANDSCAPE
Rain falls
through cracks in a roof
of a barn built in early 1900’s.
Melted snow seeps,
into gray-splintered boards
once painted red
when horses, cows, and pigs
lived on an 80-acre farm
the great grandkids sold.
—Salvatore Marici

FOLLOW US ON INSTAGRAM @FERMENTATIONFEST #FERMFEST
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DRIVE TIME DAN S. WANG

T

hanks to the coincidence of a
fast moving pandemic and the
most significant social uprising
since the heyday of Civil Rights,
a convergence that Jelani Cobb
called “a crisis cubed,” we are living
in two kinds of time, congruently.
Normally the scales of time keep to
their separate lanes. In front there is
the temporality of human events, the
constant flow of headlines and deadlines. Today, tomorrow, the week after,
the next year—and “where do you
want to be in five years.” Behind that
are the steady rhythms of the gravitational fields, of the solar system, the
atmosphere’s beginnings and endings
beyond the humanly relatable. But,
as with an earthquake or a hurricane,
non-human forces sometimes act
fast. The inexorable push of natural
selection, bound to select for magnificently opportunistic viruses, has
produced just that, a contagion that
travels the world as fast as a non-stop
flight. And so it is that in 2020 our
sense of time got scrambled. Keeping
track of days feels necessary but
utterly meaningless, not least because
more than a hundred and twenty
thousand Americans prematurely
have gone eternal in the first half
year of pandemic. We’re measuring
time by two-week isolations, countdowns to reopenings, and the length
of a streaming binge. And above all,
in an infamous, tortured duration of
eight minutes and forty-six seconds,
an atrocity delivered as an attention
bomb through screens worldwide.

I reflect on the dual nature of time
because time is on my mind. We’ve
entered another phase as most of
the country cautiously emerges
from sheltering in place. Much of
humanity was caught in a suspension
for two months or more. For artists
that meant canceled shows and
postponed projects. While in the best
case scenario artists get more studio

time as the trade off, the venues
haven’t gotten anything good out of
the pandemic interregnum. Many
museums remain closed to visitors.
Community art centers cannot run
classes. Art schools reopen with trepidation, flexibly redefining studio
education for the socially distanced
age. What do artists and art fans do
when our galleries shrink down to
the size of a smartphone screen, to
the resolution of a Zoom grid view,
to the uncertainties and anxieties of
quarantine days? Why not go for a
drive. The roads are open.

sees both agri-wisdom and agri-abuse.
The attuned body feels the slippage
of equinox days, smells the seasonal
decomposition. Viewing art works
takes on a heaviness of heart when
interpreted against the latest epidemic
of small dairy farm foreclosures.
By the time viewers drive this year’s
DTour, the nation undoubtedly
will have entered another fevered
moment. The people of Sauk County,
one of the dwindling swing counties
in a key swing state, likely will feel the
stress of the impending November

Remains, by John Himmelfarb, 2016 DTour
The fleeting and the timeless equally
inhabit the autumnal landscape of
Sauk County. And for this particular
season of change, the Farm/Art DTour
has gone from regional novelty to a
model for the emerging world of curbside culture. It took the restrictions
of a pandemic to show what DTour
visitors have known for many years
now: the form has wheels. Already
there have been drive-by shows staged
on the East and West coasts. Having
participated in one in LA, I can say
that the difference is that of layers,
of depth. Viewing art works outdoors
is one thing; a DTour through the
land and season is an altogether more
poignant experience. The attuned eye

contest acutely. As the pressure crests
and then descends into the giddiness
or gloom of the next four years, the
bare trees await the solstice turning
of the orbit oblivious to the kairos of
human commotions unfolding. They
count in rings, the constancy to which
empires bow. The routes change but
our roots don’t.
Dan S. Wang is an artist, writer, and
organizer. Chinese-Midwestern by
birth and currently living in Southern
California, he has published, lectured,
and exhibited internationally. His work
has inhabited venues ranging from
museums and art centers to street
demonstrations and toilet stalls.
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FIELD NOTES ADD ANOTHER DIMENSION
TO THE DTOUR
Educational Field Notes are scattered along the Farm/Art DTour—some will
be heard as well as seen! Wormfarm is excited to partner with Grassland 2.0
to stage five Field Notes enhanced with sounds of local grassroots music and
farmer interviews. Stay tuned to our website at fermentationfest.com to find
out how to listen and for info about new Field Notes.
Through collaborative landscape design, Grassland 2.0 works to
inspire, create, and grow healthy ecosystems, people, and communities by transforming agriculture with the power of grass.
Wanna share your ideas for a more sustainable agriculture?
Visit grasslandag.org.

CHECK FERMENTATIONFEST.COM FOR UP-TO-DATE INFO
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DRIVE THE DTOUR BY CAR, BIKE, OR BUGGY
Celebrating its eighth year, the 2020 DTour moves to
southern Sauk County with trailheads in Plain and
Sauk City. The new route allows us to collaborate with
new partners, align with existing assets such as Badger
Prairie and the Great Sauk State Trail, and highlight
the unique beauty and diverse cultures of the Driftless
Region. Punctuated by large-scale artworks, local food
markets, roadside poetry (Burma Shave format), and
educational Field Notes, the 2020 DTour offers festivity
and fresh air for all ages with social distancing built in.

Plan to spend a day or two on this magical mystery
tour—a little bit of Kansas, a little bit of Oz—plus cows!
Turn the page for the DTour route. Maps will be available
at several sites in September.

Touring Sauk County

Charlie Brouwer, VA
Brent Houzenga, LA
Peter Krsko, WI
Erika Nelson, KS
nibiiwakamigkwe and aabaabikaawikwe, WI
Sheila Novak, MA, Emilie Bouvier and Crysten Nesseth, MN
Brian Sobaski, MN
Tory Tepp, WI

You’ll wander through small towns, country churchyards, and a changing agricultural landscape where
artists explore the timeless connections between
land and people; farmers perform fundamental and
inspiring work; and where lines that can sometimes
separate, converge or are happily blurred.

Announcing 2020 DTour Artists
From an open request for proposals, a jury selected the following artists to create site-responsive work in collaboration with farmers and landowners along the DTour route.

For SOcial Distancing
We are committed to the health of
our visitors and region. To learn how
to travel the DTour safely, visit

FERMENTATIONFEST.COM
Illustration by Cary Cochrane
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HOSPICE:

A PLACE OF REST AND A
PRACTICE FOR THE DYING
SARA BLACK and AMBER GINSBURG

1. resting place or

lodging for travelers
or young persons

2. program designed to

provide palliative care
and emotional support
to the terminally ill in
a home or homelike
setting so that quality
of life is maintained
and family members
may be active
participants in care

O

n meandering rural highways,
you drive the DTour with eyes
to the hilltops, fields, and
valleys in search of a story or
artwork, an aesthetic experience. You approach a maintained niche
at the roadside, mowed with care to
remove the stinging wild parsnip. You
pull over. A pause on your journey. A
needed rest for the wayfarer, a moment
of reflection, perhaps one of transformation. Then, on you go. With the
autumn harvest in full swing, death
surrounds you. The leaves change from
green to gold and crimson, the crops
reach the end of their life cycle. In the
forests and fields, shades of death are
visually stunning, but also melancholy.

The contemporary use of the term
hospice was adopted in the late 1960’s
to represent a movement attending
to end-of-life care. Hospice works to
incorporate the poignancy and power
of death into life as yet another life
stage. This is in stunning juxtaposition to
our commonly felt
resistance to death,
often perceived as
a failure or betrayal
made by material
bodies against transcendental minds and souls.
Such a separation of mind
from body links mind to
culture and body to nature or
wildness. These dualisms have
deeply informed human behaviors
that have led us past the climate-related tipping point of 350 parts per
million of CO2 in the atmosphere.
Today at 417 ppm, we locate ourselves,
and this text, in a propositional place.
What if Earth’s life systems have
received a terminal diagnosis?
“I want a second opinion.”
When a terminal diagnosis comes,
we seek an alternative diagnosis,
and look back for clues. We ask,
“why?” Hearts and minds resist while
seeking answers.
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“I did notice she was tired.”
The human being is extraordinarily
complex, biologically, psychologically, and culturally. Global life
systems amplify this complexity
in innumerable ways. Clues or
diagnoses have been coming in for
a very long time, yet due to this
complexity, we fail to read their
meaning. Along this drive, pollinator species are keystone to the
verdant flourishing.
“I’ve noticed there aren’t as many bees.”
Different people focus on different
signs, some related to living beings
like bees, whales, and salmon.
Others recognize diagnoses in economic insecurity, cultural rebellion,
or a global pandemic. We do not
have to agree. Within human families, disagreement often
flares when a terminal
diagnosis comes. It is
frightening.
There is an enormous
difference in scale
between a dying person
and a dying planet, but
when approached metaphorically, hospice practices
offer a framework to support us in fear and feed our
hunger for transformation.
When applying this framework, the message cannot solely
revolve around the possibility of
human extinction or death. It is
not personal, it is collective and
Earthly. Hospice is often referred
to as midwifery to the dying, and
in the traditional practice of birth
midwifery, there can be no passive-patient-with-active-caregiver.
A team must labor together to
usher in new life. So too, in hospice
for the dying. Hospice can provide
guidance into an uncertain future.
Through hospice’s lens, we offer
scenarios based on four common
tenets or practices:

Bereavement Care, Living Until You Die, Palliative Care, Mental
and Spiritual Healthcare
What Bereavement Care is for humans, where care
providers guide a dying person out of despair through
self-forgiveness practices and grief, Deep Time Training
and Collective Mourning are for Earth’s life systems.
For a dying person,
bereavement care
involves a humble
recognition of one’s
missteps or regrets,
and a purposeful process of self-forgiveness; it involves the
remarkable task of
mourning the loss of
one’s own life before
it is fully over.

and animal labor and geologic material as available for
extraction, control, and subjugation. We segregate communities and reduce access to healthful food, water, and
air to some members of our larger human and animal
community, while
protecting and
providing for others.
Black and brown
people are three
times more likely to
die from environmental pollutants
than their white
counterparts because
of the proximity of
their jobs or homes
to environmental
“Please forgive me.”
toxins. The land,
water, and animal
We propose the
populations in these
concept of deep time
areas are also under
training, where we
extreme duress. The
practice collective
Drift, by Sara Black, Amber Ginsburg, and Lia Rousset, 2014 DTour signaling of pain is
reflection on the
cacophonous; our
vast scale of the Earth and the universe that holds it. The
collective responsibility is to finally listen and stop the
work is for humans to make a perspectival shift away from practices that are causing the pain.
human-centeredness. This process also entails collective mourning. So many lives, human and nonhuman,
“How can we reduce her suffering?”
have already been lost from human activities during this
sixth mass extinction. This mourning involves collecWhat Mental and Spiritual Healthcare are for humans,
tive processes of radical acceptance and self-forgiveness
where hospice providers guide a person through processes
for humanity’s role in damaging the planet. As joint
of forgiveness and gratitude as a pathway toward integprocesses, collective mourning and deep time training
rity, Restorative Justice and Reparations are for Earth’s
aim to alleviate collective cultural despair and highlight
life systems. Forgiveness and gratitude in a human life
the depth to which we are all entangled. This may occur
has immense power to forge social bonds, enable closure,
within families, religious communities, schools, even
and lift psychological burdens or barriers that negatively
nations. Despair can create isolation and paralysis. When
affect an individual or community’s sense of well-being.
we connect ourselves to each other, to the past, to much
Restorative justice practices take crimes as much more
larger life systems, despair can evolve.
than just a punishable offense.
“I’m going to miss you so much.”

“I am so sorry.”

What Palliative Care is for a human, where hospice
practitioners work with the dying to ameliorate pain,
Environmental and Racial Justice are for Earth’s life
systems. In Earth system’s hospice, there is an urgency
to recognize and reduce the pain of others, human and
nonhuman, where it is the most systemic and persistent.
Our colonizing mentality has trained us to see human

To achieve justice, the entity that caused harm and the
entity that was harmed must encounter each other and
work towards reparations and a reintegration within the
community. Restorative justice, is just that, restorative,
bringing new vitality to where there is none. Reparations
programs must be devised to go beyond the cessation of
pain, but to heal the pain of the most victimized member
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of our global community, human
and beyond. This is not a call for
verbal recognition alone, but a call for
meaningful repair and restoration of
what has been stolen.
“Thank you.”
Where hospice supports the dying
person to Live Until You Die,
Restoration Ecology responds to
Earth system collapse with appropriate levels of hope and action. In
hospice, a person is encouraged to
attend to the indisputable fact that,
though they may be dying, they are
until the moment of death, in fact,
alive. This tenet encourages that terminally ill people make plans, engage
in meaningful and connective activities, eat healthful foods, and exercise
in ways that are possible. This allows
a person to sustain hope and even joy,
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until the inevitable end. In attending
to the metaphor for Earth’s life systems, existing environmental actions
would become even more urgent: the
mass planting of trees, restoration
of ecosystems, radical reduction of
emissions, and increased environmental protections. These actions
reverse the effects of climate
change and offer the
hope of living with
dying through less
dramatic ecosystem
collapse and restoration for some species into the future.
“We still have time.”
The DTour is a circular route: while
there is a beginning on the map and
a return, you can jump in anywhere
or just go around again. Grief is like

that. There are stages, moments of
reflection, but it is not a straight line.
When someone receives a terminal
diagnosis, it is common for one’s
priorities to become suddenly very
clear and for the regular parts of daily
living to recede in attention.
This work calls for a
collective pause and
a reframing of
our priorities.
Hospice is the
work of stewardship, above
all else.
Amber Ginsburg is
an artist teaching at the University of
Chicago. Sara Black is an artist teaching
at the School of the Art Institute of
Chicago. They have collaborated on several projects including Drift (Farm/Art
DTour 2014) and Verge (2016).

EAT WELL, GET DIRTY, MAKE ART
JAY SALINAS, DIRECTOR of SPECIAL PROJECTS

W

ormfarm Institute was established 20 years
ago with our Artist Residency Program.
This was five years after we first dared, as
urban artists-turned-novice gardeners, to
experiment with running a small CSA farm.
Through a mixture of good fortune and diligent work,
this endeavor continues today as the backbone of the
residency, inviting artists from near and far to engage in
daily farm life.
In those early years, we quickly learned that, if you’re
doing it right, farm work is relentless. Deeply satisfying, inspiring in many ways, but with more than its
share of drudgery. We sometimes struggled to find
balance between culture and agriculture, inspiration
and drudgery, but found that inviting others to share
the experience had benefits in both directions. We
welcomed visits from curious friends from Chicago and
other cities who brought art gossip, tamales, or a Sunday
Times—but also because they helped out around the
farm. Visitors were stunned by the peace and beauty of
the surroundings and so, if they had to pitch in dismantling an old hog house or help pick a few rows of snap
beans to justify hanging around for a few days, well, for
most, that was a great deal.
From those early visits, the Artist Residency Program,
our Best Idea Ever, was formed—and it remains the
source from which all subsequent good ideas emerged
(including the DTour). Since 2000 we’ve invited 150
artists to eat well, get dirty, make art. Although their
primary purpose here is their personal creative practice, helping in the three-acre garden feeds them and
supports the program: a literally grounding experience.
Artists have found their way to Sauk County from
Ireland, Catalonia, Australia, and Ecuador. In the U.S.,
they come mostly from urban places—Chicago, the
Coasts, lately a lot from NYC. Very seldom do they come
from rural places, but many have rural roots and almost
all leave with a deeper appreciation for rural life, while
Donna and I appreciate getting to know this fascinating
and occasionally challenging collection of humans.

Artwork by Molly Costello
Resident artists contribute to the harmonious, creative
cohort we curate, depart when their session ends, and
some we never hear from again. Many remain a lasting
presence through local reputations established while in
residence, or through social media or ongoing conversations and collaborations, some lasting decades. Some have
worked for us after their residency, and a few have chosen
to make Sauk County their home, contributing to the
development of a thriving rural creative community.

FOLLOW US ON INSTAGRAM @FERMENTATIONFEST #FERMFEST
A Live Culture Convergence
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Comic by Katie Schofield

HONORING
DR. EVERMOR
TRANSFORMATION: A POEM TO ALL PLANTS
A woman stands in the weeds,
creaks upright from the nip, pinch and pull of carrot thinning.
She considers the orange glow mixed with silt at the tip of her fingers
and the ones left behind to grow into those dark shadows
soiled until the fall
as sunlight feeds her skin wrinkles.
Her eyes traverse the minutiae of leaf lace
while rabbits take note just outside the gate.
She wonders about the root hairs that dare grow horizontal
Across the Earth
The dynamics of all this seem sudden, mercifully late.
She observes the vines,
gives thanks to peas,
urges the tomatoes on
while peonies set their seed, beholden to the moon.
Everything else existing by and by, on sunlight.
She rubs her muscles, taut and turgid,
laments the beet-like biomass her biceps once held.
Beholden to her body, her garden, the sun
and a bit of botanical consent, the weathering of geologic time.
For a gorgeous moment she feels epochs and eons pass by in her
body.
She considers the constant exchange of exudates and exhales
as lichens go about massaging rock to soil,
make way for your seeds and offer space to take root,
breathe you onto land.
She steps next to the transformation in green afoot by the lettuce.
In awe of her sunlit ancestors who foraged relationships
and forged keys that could tune and tether the atmosphere
Calm carbon, transmute oxygen’s holocaust
Had It gone unchecked—no, she just couldn’t go there. Not yet
in her garden, her body, amplified by sunlight, life existing on plant
breath.
The exchange takes her breath away.
She almost hears the microbes laughing afoot at the outgassing of it all.

Tom Every, aka “Dr. Evermor,”
passed away this spring at the age
of 81 in Sauk City. Known worldwide for his imaginative scrap
metal sculptures, Dr. Evermor was
a vital part of the art community
in Sauk County and Wisconsin.
Every was a former demolition
contractor who spent decades
collecting antique machinery for
the sculpture Forevertron while
inventing his mythical character.
According to Every, Dr. Evermor is
a Victorian inventor who designed
the Forevertron to launch himself
"into the heavens on a magnetic
lightning force beam."
We honor his life and work, and
encourage you to visit Dr. Evermor’s
Sculpture Park at S7703 Hwy 12,
Town of Sumpter, WI 53591. See his
website: worldofdrevermor.com.
Up-to-date information on the
Sculpture Park will be posted on
fermentationfest.com later
in September.

—Erin Schneider
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OWNING WHAT WE MAKE BEN FINK

“B

en, why do you care so
much about rural?” I got
asked this a few years
ago, when I came back
to east Kentucky from
a conference on equity in Chicago. It
was a three-day, 4000-attendee event,
with one panel about rural issues. I
was mad. How long would we continue to exclude rural people from
conversations about our country’s
future? Had we learned nothing from
the 2016 election?
My colleague’s question stopped
me mid-rant. He wanted my answer
not as a pundit, but as a person. I
was raised in the suburbs and spent
most of my adult life in cities. Until
a couple years ago, Sauk County was
just another exit off I-94 on my way
from Chicago to Minneapolis. Why
did I care about rural?
Only later did it register that the
place I first felt at home was on a
farm. It was a special kind of farm,
with a lot of parallels to Wormfarm:
founded by urban musicians who
had moved to rural America to do
something they couldn’t do in a city.
It was where I first experienced being
part of a community living, working,
teaching, learning, and making food
and art together—where I first felt I
had a place in the world.
Working there, in southern New
Jersey, I also got my first chance to
collaborate with Roadside Theater, an
Appalachian theater company with
roots in the Civil Rights Movement.
They were nearby in New York,
making a play with their longtime
collaborators Pregones Theater,
a Puerto Rican theater company
in the Bronx. Appalachia and the
Bronx were not obvious partners.
But Roadside and Pregones had been
working closely together for twenty
years. Roadside’s then-director
explained to me: the two ensembles
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had seen their communities “playing
tag at the bottom of the Fed’s annual
list of America’s most economically
distressed communities. After several
years of following which community
was winning, I reasoned
the Bronx must be an
enclave of Appalachia’s
dear lost cousins—or
perhaps vice versa.”
I ended up moving to
Kentucky and working
with Roadside for
almost five years. In
2018 we launched
the Performing Our
Future coalition: rural
and urban communities working through
culture to build shared
power and wealth,
including delegations
from the coalfields
of east Kentucky, the
Black Belt of Alabama,
the inner city of West
Baltimore, and rural and
urban Wisconsin. Like
Roadside and Pregones, these communities stood on opposing ends of
regional, racial, and political divides,
yet have discovered each other to
be cousins. They share a legacy of
resisting organized exploitation,
deindustrialization, and displacement, and a drive to create a future
where everyone belongs, everyone’s
contribution matters, and (to quote
the coalition’s tagline) we own what
we make.

the rural-urban divide is not natural
or inevitable. It is an artificial barrier constructed by those who profit
from exploiting the land and people
of rural and urban areas alike. The
same goes for other supposedly-insurmountable
barriers like race, religion, and political ideology. Our differences are
important, and they need
to be explored and recognized. But they can’t—
and don’t—stop us from
spending time in each other’s places, making things
together, owning what
we make, and discovering
our interdependence.

It is not that our
differences are
unimportant;
they are critical,
and they need
to be explored
and recognized.

Rural Urban Flow, anchored by
Wormfarm in Sauk County and The
Table/Alice’s Garden in Milwaukee,
is part of Performing Our Future. It
started through bus tours bringing
together “cultural and agricultural
producers” in each place, and it
is growing into an enduring network. Rural Urban Flow shares
Roadside’s basic populist analysis:

This work has taught me
how much we from urban
and suburban places have
to learn from our rural
neighbors. In rural, you
can’t write people off. That
white guy who voted for
Trump? He’s the volunteer
fire chief who rescued
someone you love from an opioid
overdose. That black Pentecostal
preacher? He’s the union representative who helped his Confederate
flag-waving neighbors get their
health benefits. When I meet rightleaning rural people, I often introduce
myself as a “communist Jew from the
Northeast.” Then they laugh. Then
we laugh together. Then we realize
we both love singing old hymns,
and we both want to make sure the
local community center can keep its
lights on. Soon we’ve established a
relationship, with shared traditions
and values. From there, all manner of
collaboration is possible.

Ben Fink, Ph.D., is a cultural organizer
working as Wormfarm’s Civic Engagement
Strategist. In 2020 he was recognized
by Time magazine as one of “27 People
Bridging Divides Across America.”

Drawing by Austen Weymueller

FLOW
Cement unwinds into countryside
Chatter about bad days and impossible dreams
twitters between the trees, between satellites
Between granola and grits, leche and lumpia
Between homecomings and home goings
One and all
Dusk consumes the sun, dawn swallows the moon
Triumph and tragedy pinned along the horizon
Snap and fan in concert above the breeze
Above shades of pumpkin and construction cones
Concrete, ash, espresso shots and hay
Monarchs dance
before skylines of seedlings and steel
to the pulse of combines and shiny shoes
Across landscapes rich with gorgeous and
wild
Life
One and all
—Dasha Kelly Hamilton

A Live Culture Convergence

25

HERE AND THERE ADAM CARR

“I

’m a good Milwaukeean, but bad Wisconsinite.”
For a good chunk of my adulthood, I almost
said it with pride. As a lifelong Milwaukeean,
Wisconsin was usually just a monotonous
interstate drive.

That changed in 2015, when at the age of 30, I got my
first earnest invitation to the Driftless Region. I joined
a group of remarkable Milwaukeeans—artists, urban
farmers, activists—on a yellow school bus, trusting the
invitation but unsure of the destination. We spent the
day out in the countryside, marveling at the undulating
farmland, playing among art installations, luxuriating
in the flavors of the landscape and finding joy in the
unexpected. It was a kind of magic we knew from our
own city.
All day, we stood out along the route. We embraced that
fact, bringing a jubilant atmosphere each time we piled
off the bus, while knowing there was more to us than
a simple performance of “diversity.” On the way home,
a friend asked me, “When can we go back?” And later,
after the sun fully set, “When can this group get together
again?” While many on the bus knew each other, there
was just as much discovery happening within the group
as there was along the Farm/Art DTour.
This thrown-together collection of Milwaukeeans was
an overflowing potential, a potential that was hard to
see without a recess from our regular lives. A simple
accounting of each person, and their work, would be a
sterling showcase of our city, rarely seen by outsiders.
In 2017, cultural/agricultural producers from Sauk County
loaded up a bus, destination us. We lovingly crafted a
route lifting up the abundance of our city—a meal at Café
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Thing, by Peter Krsko, 2018 DTour
Amaranth, artist Muneer Bauhaudeen’s ceramics studio,
the storied Fondy Food Market, Evelyn Patricia Terry’s
home/gallery, Milwaukee’s only cheesemaker (Clock
Shadow Creamery is the sister cheese factory to Plain’s
Cedar Grove on this year’s route), a bustling community
garden at Journey House and the Eden of Alice’s Garden.
Each stop was in a predominantly black/brown neighborhood, which gave us pause. Even with pure intentions, a
large group of rural Wisconsinites in dense residential
spaces can come across as voyeuristic and self-serving,
particularly in our hyper-segregated city/region.
Those apprehensions were salved throughout the day
as each visitor brought expressions of themselves—artists made zines of local recipes or buttons with freshly
pressed wildflowers, and food producers brought a
roaming smorgasbord of their own products. They distributed these gifts to hosts and surprised strangers along
the route, an acknowledgment of the exchange inherent
in the experience.
In both directions, immersing ourselves in new
experiences with a spirit of generosity allowed us to
loosen our imaginations, letting us see our hosts and
ourselves in new ways. In subsequent years, these discrete experiences have blossomed into a network of
powerful people across our regions and a more formal
relationship, called Rural Urban Flow. But not too
formal—we know that a big part of the magic is the
space for collision, improvisation, and fermentation.
Adam Carr is deputy editor for community engagement at
Milwaukee Neighborhood News Service. He has collaborated on
several neighborhood-based public art projects and other creative
ventures in Milwaukee.

RURAL
URBAN FLOW
Rural Urban Flow is a growing
network of cultural and
agricultural producers across
Wisconsin’s rural-urban
continuum. We look beyond
neighborhoods and news feeds
to cultivate common ground.

FLO
rural urban

Look for us on Facebook and
ruralurbanflow.org
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Harvesters, by Lexi Ames

THE GREAT COHERENCE
Maxilla, by Lexi Ames

MAX GARLAND

We all come from divorce. Things that have come together
are taken apart. You can’t put it all back together again. What
you can do…take two things that belong together and you
put them back together. Two things, not all things. That’s the
way the work has to go. —Wendell Berry

E

ven in a fragmented time, a broken world, is it
possible to imagine that encounters with natural or
well-tended places, acknowledgment of the complex
beauty that surrounds and sustains us can play a part
in the ongoing work of reconciliation?

Say it's October, and the
goldenrod, ironweed, tickseed, and asters are crazy
for the waning light. Look
closer at any given cluster
of flowers and there's a
rush of life—cinnamon
colored ants, iridescent
beetles, moths, a procession of tiny red mites. The collective phenomena of the flowering field, down at insect
level, must be a cacophony of vibration, a real pollen frenzy.
Something in the creatures, in the urgent display of the
plants themselves signals—hurry.

of its own to do? I mean, beyond attracting the bees,
ants, beetles, and goldfinches, beyond the survival of the
field? And if you drive slowly, or pedal, or stop, make note,
simply look around, is that also, in some sense, a means
of carrying out the will of the flower, the small ravenous
creatures, the upwelling life of the land?
Does alertness help braid the landscape into human
imagination? Even if we’re thoroughly urbanized, say three
generations removed from the everyday life of the rural?
What I mean is—to regard a landscape closely, slowly
enough that it ceases to be landscape, but instead becomes
the obviously intricate fabric of the moment at hand—is
anything more practical than that? And is the art of registering and conveying what you see
as you move through the countryside, particularly when you stop,
look, listen, and breathe—isn’t
that act an organic extension of
the land itself?

is that also, in some sense, a
means of carrying out the will
of the flower…?

What I wonder is this—can stopping for a closer look,
observing a little more of how the living world works
demystify that world, or even better, expand the borders of
mystery? Does beauty, say the October beauty of a field 30
miles west of Baraboo, Wisconsin, with the moon already
up in the late afternoon sky, does that beauty have work

And if a strangely familiar feeling
comes, might that be the echo of
the old recognition that every atom in every breath of the
observer participates in an ongoing exchange with the
composition of field, hillside, and sky? In a fragmented
time, might that be some consolation, a small beginning, a
glimmer of hope? Or as an American farmer-poet put it, an
assertion of “your faith in and your affection for the great
coherence that we miss and would like to have again”?
Max Garland is a former rural letter carrier and author of several
books including The Word We Used For It, winner of the
2017-18 Brittingham Poetry Prize. He lives and teaches in
Eau Claire, and is the Former Poet Laureate of Wisconsin.
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Brought to you by

OUR SPONSORS, FUNDERS, AND PARTNERS

wormfarminstitute.org
Dedicated to integrating culture
and agriculture along the ruralurban continuum, Wormfarm
Institute is an evolving laboratory
of the arts and ecology, and fertile
ground for creative work. Planting
a seed, cultivating, reaping what
you sow…both farmer and artist
have these activities in common.

FLO
rural urban

Founded in 2000 by Jay Salinas
and Donna Neuwirth, Wormfarm
Institute is a Wisconsin-based
non-profit organization working
to build a sustainable future
for agriculture and the arts, by
fostering vital links between
people and the land. Generating,
supporting, and promoting these
links between our creative selves,
our work, and our place on earth
is essential for a thriving community. Our programs nurture new
opportunities for cross-sector
collaboration to rekindle cultural
connections, enhance the economic possibilities of our region,
and celebrate our unique natural
and human history.

FermentationFest.com
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“Every fertile grain of soil
has passed at least once
through the gut of an
earthworm.”

This project was funded in part through grants from: The National Endowment for the Arts,
The Educational Foundation of America, The Sauk County Arts and Culture Committee, the
Wisconsin Arts Board with Funds from the State of Wisconsin and the National Endowment
for the Arts, the Wisconsin Humanities Council with Funds from the State of Wisconsin
and the National Endowment for the Humanities, The Hegner Family Foundation, and the
Wisconsin Farmers Union.
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The name is inspired by a quote
from Charles Darwin’s book
The Formation of Vegetable Mold
Through the Action of Worms.

EXPERIENCE THE FUN

This Agri/Cultural excursion is free of charge but hardly free to
produce. Please consider joining this coalition of partners by
making a tax-deductible donation today. Keep the DTour free for
thousands of visitors. Donate at fermenationfest.com/donate.
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28 E. Main Street, Reedsburg, WI 53959

fermentationfest.com

"Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and rightdoing there is a field. I'll meet you there." —Rumi

For SOcial Distancing
#fermfest

Illustration by Cary Cochrane
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Join us on a 50+ mile self-guided drive
through scenic working farmland of Sauk
County, Wisconsin punctuated by temporary
art installations, roadside poetry, and more.
Safe travels!

FREE

!

