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How I Got Here.
by Saren Dobkins
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This presentation was quite a challenge for me. I had to think 
hard about the actual concrete steps or influences that had 
led me to wanting to attend this course at Kibbutz Lotan in 
Ceative Ecology.  I could have followed the academic links, 
such as my undertaking a Post graduate in International 
Urban and Environmental Management that introduced me 
to the machinations and forces behind the growing crisis 
of global poverty, food shortages, global warming, peak 
oil and so forth. It was fortuitous that I took a course in 
Permaculture, after asking my professor if there was actually 
any subject offered that was in any way practical and could 
make a postive change as all the other subjects had turned 
out to be quite academic and dry.

I have been an artist all my life, I actually became aware of 
this path when I was about 16 and on Kibbutz Hasolelim. 
Since then I have integrated many courses, such as 
Architecture, with an eye to build sustainable housing, then 
Graphic Design, then Multimedia, all with an aim to facilitate 
good design, working with non-profit organisations. I have 
worked in many fields and tried many things but it wasn’t 
until I thought about what has really influenced me on this 
path, that I arrived at the idea of doing a series of drawings. 
These drawings would capture a moment in time when I 
was profoundly moved by the situation around me and I 
wondered what could be done differently. It was this deeply 
personal reaction to these moments that have challenged my 
thinking and made me curious and eager to know more.

So I made a story book which I will now share with you..  
A story of How I Got Here...

Introduction
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One day the girl woke up and looked around her and saw that it was time for her to travel 
and see what lay beyond the walls of her own home.

She travelled far and wide, across many continents and each place she visited filled her with 
wonder.

When she looked across 
the miles of slums in 
the city of Mumbai, it 
made her wonder about 
how people could build 
houses that that were 
light filled, comfortable 
and used materials that 
were better suited to the 
environment.  

But sometimes she saw things that made her wonder if things could be different.
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When she looked out onto the city below and saw the streaming cars, the congestion and 
chaos, the price of fuel getting worse everyday. So she asked herself maybe if they included 
bike paths, parks and community housing the city might be a better place to live.  

So she 
hopped on 
her bike and 
took off, 
riding as 
far away as 
possible from 
the smoke 
and noise.
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She found herself in Central Australia, where the indigenous Australians made their homes. 
But what she saw filled her with shame and sadness.  She saw people living in the dust, forced to 
buy expensive food and water and living in destitution. 

There were no jobs 
and even less hope. 

What if, she wondered 
if it was possible to 
grow food here, in the 
desert?  So she set off 
again in search of a 
different way.
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It was in Africa that she saw inside the homes of the urban poor that circled the cities.  
With no electricty or sewage, they cooked their staple diet on coals that poured poisonous 
fumes into their small homes.  She looked outsde and saw the sun shone brightly, but inside it 
was dark and gloomy. She wondered if they could capture the sunlight and bring it inside, so 
the children could study, the mother could cook and the air become clean again.
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She took a trip into the Kimberley, the rumour was that the government was permitting the building 
of a massive Gas Plant where the pristine coast lay. This was the breeding ground for Humpback 
Whales, Turtles and rare birds, and she would try and stop them. 

She came across a 
remote community in 
the red sands. They  
grew such magnificent 
vegetables, had a worm 
farm, solar power and a 
composting toilet.  

Her heart soared when 
she could see that 
even in such hostile 
environments, it was 
possible to live in 
harmony with the land 
and make no impact. 
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One day she was riding her bike and she had a bad accident. She lay on the road, bleeding from her 
head and rather dazed. She saw people walking by, stepping over her mangled bike, not a word 
was said or a hand offered to help. 

She wondered what had happened 
in her city that it had come to this.  I 
need to visit a place where people are 
still kind, their hearts not hardened. 
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Back in the city, she became overwhelmed by all the news about all the disasters that seemed to be 
happening more frequently around the globe. She saw floods, fires, drought, tsunamis and storms. 
It was time to change the way we consumed, harvested our power, grew our food, managed our 
water and lived with each other.

It was time to really gain 
some knowledge about 
doing things a different 
way. So she looked 
around for where all the 
sensible people met 
and talked about doing 
things differently. 
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So one day, when in search for a place to learn how to grow food in the desert, capture the sun’s 
rays for energy, used a composting toilet, had a positive and vibrant community that cared and was 
full of interesting people who want to change the ways things are done on this wonderful earth of 
ours, I came across Kibbutz Lotan and it seemed just right.   
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