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B r o o k l y n  H i s t o r i c a l  P l a q u e s Order Online:

The Brooklyn Historical Society provides plaques for $32
each.‌  ‌The plaques are identical in design and color to

those already in existence with the addition of construction
date, a custom script, and a weather resistant material.‌ ‌

Questions?‌ ‌
Contact: ‌treasurer@brooklyn-neighborhood.org‌

BROOKLoveYourNeighbor: Marie Phillippi‌
Nearly four decades‌ ago, Marie (pictured below)
bought a 9  Avenue home for $39,900.  Three
months later she met the love her life and they
would go on to be valued neighbors in the
Brooklyn community. Marie has served as
Chairperson of the BAC Board and was editor of
this newsletter for over 25 years. Marie continues
be an active neighbor, including distribution
coordinator for the newsletter and Music / Choir
Director at Sacred Heart Church.  

th

Marie and her late husband Daryl’s love led to
the growth of their backyard garden oasis, which
can be enjoyed from the sunroom that Daryl built
years ago. Marie extends her gratitude to all her
Brooklyn neighbors for their love and care after
Daryl’s passing in 2024. 

❤️Brooklyn Loves Marie!❤️

Brooklyn Land Use and Transportation Committee
BLUTC made their voice heard at the March 26‌
meeting by speaking to representatives and
discussing Brooklyn’s need for access to the
Willamette River via the Ross Island Sand and Gravel
Site. which included the Park Department
negotiations for the purchase of this land and a safe
crossing of McLoughlin Boulevard. Also, BLUTC
outlined the need for a zoning change from strictly
industrial to a category that would allow residential
development along the west side of 17th Avenue.‌  
This would allow for more housing that would support
services and infrastructure for our neighborhood.‌  
Although BLUTC requested support for these goals,
this was primarily an information gathering session for
the Commissioners. BLUTC’s aim was to inform and
involve the representatives in developing solutions for
the problems of River Access and lack of land for
housing in Brooklyn. BLUTC hopes to work more
closely with representatives going forward.‌

th

With the opening of Brooklyn Carreta (the bar and
food cart pod at Holgate and McLoughlin), the
pedestrian safety issue around the site is more
apparent. The crosswalk at this intersection is
extremely dangerous with impatient turning-on-red
drivers and high-speed traffic turning off McLoughlin.‌  
Many pedestrians already perceive that it is safer and
easier to cross mid-block to get to the businesses
lined on this block of Holgate, such as the fitness
center. BLUTC members continue to raise awareness
and have gotten attention from Commissioner Mitch
Green. BLUTC will attempt to involve the entire City
Council in a solution to this problem.‌

Brooklyn Climate Action Team Newsletter Sign-up:
This newsletter has helpful reminders, resources,
and other news and info impacting our community.

This bi-monthly newsletter is published by the BAC. To contact Brooklyn News, email the newsletter at
brooknews@brooklyn-neighborhood.org. Community announcements, local events, and press releases
are accepted on space available basis and subject to BAC approval. Closing date to submit articles is the

1  day of even-numbered months. This newsletter is edited and designed by Dandylion.st



A Season of Renewal: The Heart of the Brooklyn Community Garden
I woke up on the morning of our grand reopening with the kind of anticipation that hums in the bones—a quiet,
knowing excitement. It was the beginning of something new, yet familiar. A new season, a new opportunity, and a
new chapter in the ongoing story of the Brooklyn Community Garden (BCG). As I made my way to the
garden, I was met with the crisp breath of early spring, the earth still damp with the memory of winter, but
eager to awaken. The sun, though shy, peered through the clouds as if it, too, was watching, waiting for what
would unfold. And then, they arrived - the heart of the garden, our community of dedicated members, stepping
into this shared space with boots muddied, gloves ready, and hearts open.

This wasn’t just about tending to soil and weeds; it was about tending to something much greater.

One-by-one, familiar faces and new ones alike gathered, each bringing their own purpose, their own reason for
being there. Some came with quiet determination, setting their sights on the plots they would soon nurture.
Others came for the camaraderie, for the shared work that turns strangers into friends. And then there were
those who came simply because they believe - in the garden, in the community, in the idea that something
as simple as planting a seed can bring people together.

We dug. We lifted. We cleared. The remnants of the past season made way for the future. The old bricks
and borders were gathered and sorted, paving the way for a new natural seating area, a place where
neighbors will soon sit together, watching the sun sink behind Portland’s skyline. It will be a space of
reflection, of laughter, of connection—an anchor within the garden, not just for plants, but for people.

We built. We organized. We breathed new life into forgotten corners. The first stages of our Wood Chip &
Soil Storage Box took shape, a testament to the effort to make the garden more efficient and accessible. The
donation plots - spaces meant not for personal gain, but for feeding those in need - were given a fresh start,
cleared and prepared for a new season of generosity.

As I looked around, I felt something deeper than pride - I felt gratitude. For every person who knelt in the dirt,
for every hand that lifted a shovel, for every voice that rang out in conversation and laughter. This garden is not
just a collection of plants and pathways - it is a living, breathing reflection of the people who care for it.
By the time we finished, there was exhaustion in our bodies and triumph in our hearts. We had done
something beautiful. Not just for ourselves, but for everyone who will walk through the gates in the days,
weeks, and months ahead.

As I stood there, taking it all in, I thought about the seasons still to come - the work still to be done, the harvests
yet to be shared, the moments waiting to be lived within these fences. And I knew, with absolute certainty,
that this was only the beginning.  So, to those who came, thank you. And to those who have yet to step
through the garden gates, know that there is always a place for you here. Because this garden does not
belong to any one person - it belongs to all of us, Brooklyn.

With dirt on my hands and gratitude in my heart,
Konstantinos Chrysovergis

Brooklyn Community Garden Manager


