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L ouesa Roebuck, Sarah Lonsdale : Foraged Flora: A Year of Gathering and Arranging Wild Plantsand
Flowers before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Foraged
Flora: A Year of Gathering and Arranging Wild Plants and Flowers:

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. Beautiful photosinsideBy Gregory KenneyVery nice table book.
Bought this for my wife for Christmas5 of 5 people found the following review helpful. A beautifully conceived and
written bookBy Wearitwelll bought the book as a gift and also as a Kindle version for myself. A beautifully conceived
and written book. The flora arrangements go beyond traditional to unique environmental installations they are
delightful works of art! The photos capture the mood of the florain their venue settings. | love the seasonal approach


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=1607748606

and appreciation of presenting the flower in all stages of its life. Thank you for sharing your inspiring artistry and
point of view!12 of 15 people found the following review helpful. Would be lovely, if you could actually see the
flowers through the blur...By GGl just received my copy and sat down on the sofawith a cup of coffeeto leisurely
stroll through it...I have no quibbles with the premise or the writing, it's the photos and the type of paper used to
produce the book. Many of the photos are either blurry by design or blurry because of the heavy dull paper used or
perhaps | got abad copy, | can't tell for sure which iswhich. Certainly, it's not meant to be a book of glossy photos of
awalk in the woods to find foraged flowers. However, one blurry photo after another makes for a headache rather than
a comfortable sitting with alovely book to take you away from whatever ails you. | may return this and try for another
copy in hopes of getting a better printing.

A gorgeously photographed new take on flower arranging using local and foraged plants and flowers to create
beautiful arrangements, with ideas and inspiration for the whole year.Roadside fennel, flowering fruit trees, garden
roses, tiny violets; ingredients both common and unusual, humble and showy, Foraged Florais anew vision for
flowers and arranging. It encourages you to train your eye to the beauty that surrounds you, attune your senses to the
seasonality and locality of flowers and plants, and to embrace the beauty in each stage of life, from first bud to
withering seedpod. Organized by month, each chapter in this visually arresting and inspiring book focuses on large
and small arrangements created from the flowers and plants available during that time period and in that place, all
foraged or gleaned nearby. The authors reflect on surprising and beautiful pairings, the importance of scale, the
scarcity or abundance of raw materials, and the environmental factors that contribute to that availability. Whether
picking asmall tendril of fragrant jasmine, collecting oversized branches of flowering quince, or making a garland of
bay laurel, Foraged Florais an invitation to seek out the beauty of the natural world.

Asseeninthe New York Times, Wall Street Journal, Martha Stewart Magazine, Malibu Magazine, San Francisco
Chronicle, and many moreWinner of an International Photography Award (IPA)"This 250-page coffee table book
advocates for beauty thats authentic and self-reliant, regardless of where you live. Wired"A must read this
fall."Domino"A vibrant new volume."C Magazine"A visual delight."Los Angeles Times'A stunning bookan invitation
to seek out the beauty of the natural world."SF Girl By Bay"Beautiful and poetic with an organic point of
view."Quintessence'Louesais an incredible and singular talent. She has the powerful ability to gather and assemble
plantsinto living scul pture. The astonishing thing about Foraged Floraiisthat it so perfectly translates her transitory
work in permanent printed form. Flipping through its pages you will get her vibe instantly, and be transported to
another place."Todd Selby, author of Edible Selby and The Selby isin Y our PlaceAbout the AuthorLouesa Roebuck is
an artist and floral designer who divides her time between the San Francisco Bay Area and Los Angeles. She has
created florainstallations from foraged and gleaned materials for clients like Vivienne Westwood, John Bal dessari,
and Alice Waters. In addition to her work with flora, Roebuck has worked in fashion for many years and paints
monotypes and works in textile design.Design editor and writer Sarah Lonsdale is a co-founder of Remodelista and the
author of Japanese Style.She grew up in England, spent almost a decade in Tokyo working in television and
advertising, and currently lives with her family in Californias Napa Valley.Excerpt. Reprinted by permission. All
rights reserved.INTRODUCTIONMY faithful dog, scrap, islying in my lap as | write this.Her nameis Scrap, and shes
a Chihuahua/ dachshund / terrier mix. She weighs 17 pounds, not an ounce of fat on her perfectly athletic and graceful
body. Sheis perhaps the most intelligent animal | have ever rescued and |ve been bringing home strays since | was
four. Sheisunusually swift of foot and can jump almost five feet from a standing position. She obsessively hunts rats.
Sheisinquisitive, charming, elegant, and sassy enough; possesses a healthy soft coat; is clear-eyed and obedient to a
fault; loves cheese more then she loves me, and, | think, is perfect.Why am | going on about my dog?Because shes a
rescue from South Central LA.Shes not a Labradoodle from Australia bred to be hypoallergenic,nor a sleek but high-
strung-sensitive pointer meant to work game birdsin afield for pleasure. Shes not an imported Irish terrier, or a
Norwich . . . or a French bulldog that to my mind mostly serves as a design statement.Shes a muttdo people still use
that word?From arough part of town with arough start, who found us through friends and has made our home
complete.l love her dearly.Thisis how | approach my floral life and work. Indeed how | have since | was that same
four-year-old girl bringing home strays and blooms for my mom.There is endless beauty and bounty all around us,
right in front of us, waiting to be seen and embraced and taken into our homes, if we can only seeit.l am fortunate
enough to now livein California, a place of astonishing fertility and abundance. At any given timein the calendar
year, in my very modest cottage yard, or on the paths my daily life takes, | see florathat beg to be seen and or brought
inside.Pick Me Please.| dont want to list these now, thats some of what this book sets out to do: Record just a fraction
of what is abundantly growing, blooming, fruiting, and even elegantly dying in every month, in the ecosystem |
inhabit. Why on earth would | desire peonies flown across the oceans from New Zealand (out of season)? Why would
| wish to purchase winter narcissusin July, or lilacsin September? Or why would | want poppiesin NY Cin the early
fall? Or exotic Japanese ranunculus flown to my floral shop in CaliforniaAWhy, when the earth always offers
something perfect right here, right now?l strongly believe this desire for the exotic, the unusual, the rare and difficult



to cultivate, the bloom from the Orient or another continent, arose in eras and civilizations now long past and, | hope,
beliefs long past.It was a display of wealth and power to give ones chosen lady a heavily scented gardenia from
another land, another season. It was aluxury that few could obtain or afford. (I believe we as a planet cant afford these
luxuries anymore.) There was less romance and prestige in an apple blossom from the kitchen orchard or forget-me-
nots gathered by the stream. A sweet bunch of fresh nasturtium blossoms held less import, as did wild heirloom roses
gathered with your own hands, and no gentleman would offer bright blue borage blossoms or thyme gone to seed,
bunches of fennel mixed with Queen Annes lace, or even a perfectly formed magnolia branch.I think thisisall
backward. There are miracles of the natural world around us daily. Romantic, unexpected, and overlooked, beguiling,
elusive, and sometimes invasive flora that we can and should bring into our homes and environments and offer each
other with love.l am discovering more and more as we live this wayas we eat almost all of our fruits and vegetables
from a20- mileradius, in season, and as | create floral work with the same ethosthat what is most beautiful and most
fitting iswhat grows together in the same time of the year, even of the month.| notice the blackberries tangled with the
Cecile Brunner roses, and then (thanks to along-ago human hand) a stray hydrangea with perfect antique patina. | cut
them as they grow along the road and create an arrangement that closely honors how they grew. | might add jasmine if
its looking healthy and vibrant; it will look and smell sweet in the house.As | drive north through the Olema Valley on
awinter errand, | seein the fields bright red, yellow, and saffron willow growing wherever there is water, striking
against the emerald bay trees and the haunting usnea lichen covered oak, with their silver-gray mantles. Some yearsiif
we are lucky there are bright red toyon berries. Im not a holiday person, but | cant help but think thisiswhere solstice
and then Christmas garlands and decorations stem fromthe land and how perfectly divine it isto mein these fields and
valleys| call home.Aswe enter anew year, the yard becomes alive with brilliant acid green nasturtium leaves, wood
sorrel with electric yellow blooms, and huge borage |eaves and peppermint-scented leggy geranium. Thereis aways a
rose survivor or two that | can add to the bedroom mix. And | am always ecstatic to see the years first magnolia
blooms! Deep magenta or, close on their heels, the magnificent Campbell magnolias with their huge cup-and saucer-
blooms, pale cream tinted the palest pink imaginable. We may even have some cobaea vines producing moody deep-
purple flowers.February brings redbud, more magnolias, and plum blossoms everywhere with their sweet happy scent.
March brings lilacs and wisteria, and on and on and on. LouesaSeveral years ago we collaborated on afew articles
featuring flowers and plants L ouesa had foraged from backyards and roadsides near her home in West Marin,
Cdlifornia. Her installations and arrangements were very organic and free form, dynamic and fun. Foraging is an
ancient practice, but despite this history, her work felt ahead of itstime, radical even. It was something Louesa had
been doing for years.Observing and gathering what is around usis a natural extention of the concept of eating
seasonally and locally, a belief we both subscribe to, and we wondered what it would look like to document awhole
year of foraging flora. We were interested in the concept ofhyper-seasonality, but we wanted to articulate it in amuch
deeper way, working with and photographing what we found throughout the year, utilizing only what was at hand.We
set out to create this year of arrangements, limiting ourselves to materials either foraged flora gathered from open,
public spacesor gleanedflora gathered from the surplus harvest from a garden or agricultural land. We reached out to
friends and acquai ntances whose homes and creative spaces would best reflect what was in season. This allowed us to
illustrate how responsive and aesthetically connected the work is to each unique environment. This book also comes
out of adeep love and gratitude for California. We are both transplants to this state and greatly appreciate its temperate
climate, and rich, fertile, and expansive land. The states natural abundance offers a wealth of resources for foraging
and gleaningeven in year three of a historic drought. But the philosophy that underlies this book is universal and can
be applied wherever you livethe idea of truly seeing and thus better understanding the landscape.As a child in England,
walking to and from school | would award points to gardens in my city neighborhood (apparently editing wasin my
bones from an early age). When | was eleven, our family moved to the country, where, much to my horror, my urban
landscape was replaced with aview of rolling hills and sheep in the far distance. Y et the memories that have stayed
with me most are of the thick English hedgerow, picking wild blackberries at summers end, and dodging nettle
thickets at the bottom of the garden. For al the experiences we may accumulatein life, | think these primal memories
are the ones that root us most to our past.In my twenties| lived in Tokyo for aimost a decade. | had yet to visit the
United States, and Tokyo was my introduction to towering skyscrapers. The city was a wonderful mix of dense,
modern concrete urban jungle and traditional wooden houses and neighborhood temples, the old and new packed
together so tightly and physically so closeit required a different form of seeing, a more micro view of the world.
Several pots lined up outside a house became a garden; a single blossom heralded spring. The Japanese celebration of
the four seasons only heightened this way of viewing the world; across the culture, small cultural signifiers greeted
each seasons arrival. The minutiae of everyday life were rife with poetic overtones.When | later moved to the U.S.
West Coast, the scale was jarring and, after Japan, completely disorienting. Everything was so bigthe food, the cars,
the people, the homes. Suddenly the micro was meaningless and often felt ugly. It was the big vistas thatwere
beautiful: the large swaths of landscape, the long sandy beaches, and the endless horizons, revealing the curvature of
the earth. | had to step back and literally see the bigger picture. California seemed to be all about scale and the macro.|
got to know Louesathrough years of living in the Bay Areal still own several cherished pieces of clothing she sold



mebut our first collaboration was decorating an event space several years ago. She trucked in piles of foraged bay
laurel and fennel; | knew them by sight, but in working closely with them, | slowly began to notice the smells, the
textures, the forms. After the event, | started to see fennel and bay everywherein gardens, in fields, lining the roadside.
This was neither amicro nor a macro adjustment but simply my visually tuning in to my environment. | could just see
more.When we later worked with magnolias, which once had seemed so awkward and unattractive, they now seemed
extraordinaryand like the bay and fennel, they were everywhere. How had | overlooked them before? It wasnt just
seeing up close that had changed for me; it was my new ability to step back and see the full landscape not only in its
natural, geographical context but also in the cycle of the seasons. This was a much more holistic, primal way of seeing.
The more Louesa and | worked together, the more | learned to see and appreciate flora that for so long had been right
in front of my eyes, but invisible. Sarah



