 Story of the burial of Val Plumwood

There will never be a burial as natural or perfect. The day was cerulean and clear and crisp. The cold stones warmed up.

Deborah Rose came back from New Zealand for the funeral. Dr Kumi Kato detoured on her way to Japan. Joan Staples came from Melbourne. Clare Campbell people came from Uralla, while others came from Eden, Sydney, Newcastle and Canberra. Forest activists came to pay very reverent tribute. Childhood friends of Val came from Sydney

At dawn, in Canberra, Deborah Rose and Anne Edwards dressed the body and wrapped her in a shroud. Her eco coffin was then brought by hearse to her beloved Plumwood Mountain near Braidwood from Kingston morgue in Canberra.

There was mirth when the laden hearse parked at Braidwood bakery while cuppas and buns were consumed.

There was purple, Val's favourite colour, everywhere on clothing, ribbons on trees, in the images collected.

Graeme Dunstan guided cars in with instructions to stop in a clearing 1km on.

The job of gathering walkers, drivers, their food and mementos from parts of Canberra was as easy as herding cats.

John Talent helped a great deal with transport, with much car pooling was organised.

The mound of funeral dirt was decorated with a riot of bright flowers from Val's garden. Pedro had also spelt VAL out in yellow helichrysum flowers. Dear Val.

How can I describe the perfect straight sided cut into her rich choclately and ochre soil (not so very far from the view she saw from her bed each morning)? It was cut with care and good humour by geotech Rupert Summerville and Daryl Lewis, who has plumbing skills.

There were perfect purple and green banners made by Graeme Dunstan and Joan Talent at each corner of the grave, There was the way Pedro decorated the grave dirt with flowers.

There was the beautiful white muslin shroud made by Michaela Macrae (half sister to Val's daughter Caitlin and son John Macrae) which embroidered with a Plumwood, the way the grave was so neatly edged with moss, the wombats, snakes and a lyrebird etched into the sides by Victoria Clutterbuck

Everyone placed flowers near the Boulder Woman sculpture by Suzanne Bellamy.

There was the splendid eulogy by Deborah Bird Rose about gratitude and country, the Judith Wright poem and speeches by Val's friend Sean Kenan, by Anne Edwards, Di Lucas and Jane Salmon.

There was the butterfly that settled as we talked of a rebirth or renewal, of a gathering together of the threads of Val's life and moving forward with her work. There was the beautiful way that Pedro Lucas Russell-Smith (aged 11) brought Alice the pet rat to join the ceremony.

Deborah called forth to the country to welcome Val home.

There was drawing on the coffin and viewings of the muslin draped corpse. Gifts were introduced to the coffin. Worms and dirt and flowers were added to represent the belief Val had in composting.

Val was carried by all her friends, men and women.

When Val was lowered, the coffin almost didn't fit. There was jocularity as we speculated on her desire to be buried standing up. Of course there was room: just.

The everyone added gifts to the soil and filled in the grave, taking turns with the shovels.

A gorgeous armchair shaped boulder was levered out of the earth and brought to be her headstone.

Songs were sung. "Mist on the Mountain" was played on violin by Sean. Rupert Summerson played a bamboo flute. A ukelele was strummed.

Tobin Brothers funeral directors admired the place, shared with mourners and were so accommodating of mourners.

Amazing vegetarian food and organic juices were shared. People drew and wrote about their memories of Val and strolled the garden.

Finely shredded paper delicately marked the path to the bush loo where lyrebirds sometimes come. It looked like a bridal path. A green shade cloth screen had been placed around it.

Eventually the sun dropped.

Braidwood turned on a brilliant sunset as we tore ourselves away, reluctantly returning to towns and responsibilities.

We are all very grateful to Anne Edwards for following through Val's wishes and to Pallerang Council for permitting the home burial.

It would be hard to say how glad we feel that Val is home forever, wrapped in her own earth by the house she and friends made and the riotous, fecund garden she cherished and where wombats, lyrebirds and rosellas can visit or reptiles will bask.

The completed mound looked like a large lozenge of earth covered in bright garden flowers. There is so much love for Val and her country wrapped into this earthen bed.

