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A Cornfield Grows in L.A.

An interview with Janet Owen Driggs for Not A Cornfield
Mental Contagion: For people in the Midwest, a cornfield is an everyday sight, but what sort of reactions did you see from visitors who saw a cornfield growing in Los Angeles? How did local residents from neighboring communities respond? 

Not A Cornfield: A cornfield certainly isn’t an everyday sight in contemporary downtown L.A., and people were entranced by the swathe of green that seemed to spring up in an area of almost relentless grey. For years, the Cornfield had been a desolate location that had long ago fallen off anyone’s map of destination points. The growing corn was like a green flag. People who passed by the site every day said that they had never really noticed it before. The greenness drew people to the site, and when they arrived the sight of growing food, the damp smell of growing things and the welcoming spirit of the place proved entrancing, almost intoxicating.

As just one example, two months after joining the Not A Cornfield (NAC) team, I found myself standing in a field of corn at a thousand-visitor-strong harvest celebration, making way for two highly excited teenagers who were talking into a cell phone. “Yes … a cornfield… a cornfield… here… in Los Angeles, dude!” Apparently frustrated by their listener’s disbelief, the girls thrust the phone at me, saying, “Tell him where we are, tell him we’re in a cornfield!” I was a stranger, but that didn’t matter, for we were sharing a unique experience and I could verify their story.

