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 (20) Bhyresh, Flowers, 2015. WC CC
 (23) Mark Twyning, 2006. WC CC
 (24-5) AvLieshout, Bouquet of Roses, 2013. WC CC
 (26) Nationaal Archief. WC PD
 (31) Alvesgaspa, Poster of Yellow Flowers, 2013. WC CC 
 (32) PumpkinSky, Miyazaki Japanese Garden, Red Wing Park, 

Virginia Beach, Virginia, 2017. WC CC
 (40) MARELBU, Herrenhausen Gardens, Hanover, Germany.  

 WC CC 
 (42) Hajotthu, The Grotto, Herrenhausen Gardens, Hanover, 

Germany, 2013. WC CC
 (43) Doktor boris kater, The Grotto, Herrenhausen Gardens, 

Hanover, Germany, 2007. WC CC
 (44) Stefan Bellini, The Grotto, Herrenhausen Gardens, Hanover, 

Germany, 2018. WC CC 
 (54) Dao Hoang Duong, Madonna Lily Beauty, 2018. WC PD
 (56-7) Created by GarryKillian - Freepik.com 
 (58) Don McCulley, Magellan Sunburst Mix, 2017. WC CC
 (60) Zinnias. WC PD 
 (63) Dinkum, Zinnias, 2014. WC CC
 (64) bettycrocker, The Japanese Hill-and-Pond Garden, 2009. WC CC
 (66-7) Zossolino, The Humble Administrator’s Garden, Suzhou, 

2015. WC CC
 (69) Kevin McGill, The Humble Administrator’s Garden, Suzhou, 

2011. WC CC
 (70) Soramimi, Bamboo Garden, 2015. WC CC
 (71) Kevin McGill, The Humble Administrator’s Garden, Suzhou, 

2011. WC CC
 (83) Lucas Cranach the Elder, Paradise, 1530. Oil on lime. 31.8 

x 44.8 inches (81 x 114 cm). Kunsthistorisches Museum, 
Vienna, Austria. WC PD  

 (86) [top left] Yasukogrow, Girl Holding a Beet, 2008. WC PD
 (86) [top right] Mike McLaren, Community Garden, 2009. WC CC
 (86) (bottom left] TreesfortheFuture, Women of Dar Salaam 

(Kedougou) In Their Community Garden, 2010. WC CC
 (86) [bottom right] Iris Kästel, Garden, 2015. WC CC
 (93) [top left] Another Believer, Community Garden, St. Johns, 

Portland, Oregon, 2010. WC CC
 (93) [top right] Bart Everson, Delachaise Community Garden, New 

Orleans, 2012. WC CC 
 (93) [bottom left] Timothy Vollmer, Boston Community Garden, 

2007. WC CC
 (93) [bottom right] Jeff Schuler, Community Garden, Cleveland, 

Ohio, 2007. WC CC
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There is no instant gratification in gardening; you have to love the process. And that, I think, is the secret. 

During the years i was growing 
up, my father had a vegetable 
garden in a fenced-in back corner 

of our yard—tomatoes, cukes, green onions, 
radishes—and my mother planted and cared 
for the flowers that grew on all sides of the 
house. I have pleasant memories of working 
alongside my parents during those years 
while they tended to their garden beds. But 
true to my independent nature, I was only 
about eight or nine years old when I first 

walked up to the store by myself to buy seed 
packets — carnations, bachelor buttons, zinnias, 
and others I’ve forgotten. Some of those seeds 
actually sprouted and grew — or at least that’s 
how I remember it. But vegetables and flowers 
were not the only things growing in our yard; 
we also had a cactus garden alongside our 
patio that held a number of different varieties, 
of different sizes, shapes, and colors. And 
behind the cacti were a few banana trees that 
actually produced bananas from time to time. 
Cacti? Banana trees? My childhood home was 
in San Diego. 

Years later when I was living in northern 
Indiana and had my own house, I kept an 
enormous vegetable garden. I canned 
tomatoes. I froze chard, broccoli, beans, and 
peppers. I made a few different kinds of 
pickles and chutneys. It was a huge amount 
of work that occupied me during much of July, 
August, and September, but it was well worth 
it. I also continued my experimentation with 
flowers — impatiens, begonias, sweet William, 
morning glories, sunflowers. Gradually, as 
my confidence and knowledge grew, I added 
perennials and shrubs — irises, lilies, hostas, 
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roses, lilacs. With a combination of shade 
and sun in my yard, I was able to grow many 
varieties and fill my yard with color and scent 
all season long.

When I moved to Maine, I soon realized that 
the rules of gardening I had learned in Indiana 
didn’t apply. I bought a house on a very 
large wooded lot. I loved the trees — white 
pine, hemlock, spruce, oak, maple, beech, 
birch — the ferns, ground covers, and 
wildflowers. My first year in the house, I set 
out to clear some space and start growing 
vegetables. I knew that lettuce and radishes 
and spinach did well in cool parts of the garden, 
so I thought they’d do well in my shaded yard. 
But the ground in Maine, especially on a 
wooded lot, takes a long time to warm up in 
the spring. The soil in Maine is also very rocky 
and some parts of the state hold massive areas 
of ledge covered by only an inch or two of soil. 
In addition, the presence of lots of evergreen 
trees tends to make the soil acidic. All of this 
presented challenges I never encountered 
while working with the black, fertile, loamy soil 
of the Midwest. That first year in Maine, some 
of those lettuce and spinach seeds sprouted, 
but nothing ever came close to growing to 
maturity. After that first disappointing year, I 
tried tomatoes, peppers, and cucumbers in a 
couple of small areas that got several hours of 
sun each day, but the harvest was hardly worth 
the effort. 

Lots of perennials love shade, so I gave up 
on vegetables and moved on to flowers. A 
wonderful friend who had a massive garden 
invited me over one evening, and as we 
walked through her gardens holding glasses 
of Chardonnay, she pulled up pieces of nearly 
everything she had that would thrive in shade. 

She placed them in a big box, and I took them 
home to get them in soil. That really was the 
beginning. 

Over time I carved out garden space all 
over my property — a quarter-circle bed next 
to the deck, a long and wide curved bed 
along the front of the house, stepped beds 
built with rocks on hills on the east and west 
sides of the house. Most of my beds were 
bordered in some way by rocks that I found 
on the back of my property where many years 
ago there was a quarry. And every spring I 
had someone drop an enormous pile of loam 
in my driveway; I can’t imagine how many 
times I filled up the wheelbarrow and pushed 
it to whatever bed I was building that year. I 
planted shrubs — rhododendron, azalea, 
hydrangea. I planted perennials — astilbe, 
bleeding heart, violets, lungwort, bee balm, 
gooseneck loosestrife, and hosta. Everything 
grew, blossomed, and spread. 

That’s when I had to move on to the next 
lesson in gardening  — divide and conquer. 
Many varieties of perennials spread and spread 
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and spread, bumping into and taking over other 
weaker plants. So I had to learn to manage 
garden space by digging them up, cutting 
them into pieces, and replanting them. And 
shrubs need to be pruned, otherwise they lose 
all sense of shape and character, get spindly 
and stop blooming, or start to look unsightly 
when old branches die off. In recent years, 
my love for shrubs has led me to plant  mock 
orange, laurel, viburnum, hydrangea, and more 
azalea and rhododendron. Some of the shrubs 
reproduce from seeds (viburnum), and some 
are very willing to produce a replica when 
I simply bury a low-growing branch in soil 
(rhododendron, azalea, laurel); in no time that 
branch generates roots, and I can cut it off and 
plant it elsewhere.

Today I have close to two dozen different 
garden beds filled with shrubs and select 
perennials. From the earliest days of spring to 
that day in fall or winter when snow covers the 
ground, I work in the yard every day — raking 
leaves, pruning shrubs, transplanting, 
repairing rock walls, and spreading compost 

in the spring; deadheading and weeding in 
the summer; cleaning and making plans for 
next year in the fall. When work slows down 
in the gardens, I turn to the woods, cutting 
dead limbs and clearing unwanted brush and 
debris. Even in the winter with snow on the 
ground, I am known to slap on my snowshoes 
or cleats and go out to prune or cut dead 
limbs on the trees. 

I am outside every day. I love being outside, 
walking among and enjoying the sights and 
smells of plants and earth, observing the 
changes that occur as the seasons progress. 
I watch as the tree buds swell, leaves pop 
out, and wildflowers spring from the ground. 
I watch the progression of trees and shrubs 
and flowers bloom, then fade. I take note of 
damage from storms and wind, picking up 
branches and sticks that have blown down. I 
watch as the leaves turn to orange or yellow or 
red, ferns dry up, the days grow shorter, and 
leaves fall to the ground; it’s then that I pick 
dried wildflowers and hydrangea blooms for 
vases and baskets inside the house, and cut 
the long, looping vines of bittersweet to hang 
on the outside of my house. I love the cycle, 
the continuous rotation of time, the never-
ending display of change. And I watch it all on 
my plot of earth.

As you will read in the articles and poems 
in this issue, gardening is a very important 
activity for many people. The reasons for that 
go beyond growing food and pretty flowers. 
There is no instant gratification in gardening; 
you have to love the process. And that, I think, 
is the secret. 

Just like life, gardening is a journey. It’s not 
about the goal or the destination; it’s about 
the sights and sounds and experiences and 
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discoveries along the way — a mouse nest inside a hole 
in a tree, tracks of deer or turkeys that walked through 
the yard the night before, some old bottles found 
buried by the old stone wall by the road (someone’s 
trash heap from years ago), or an old tennis ball that 
belonged to a dog that died many years ago found 
while shuffling through an area of thick ferns.

Gardening keeps us grounded — physically and 
emotionally. By walking on the earth, touching trees 
and plants and rocks, and breathing fresh air, by 
climbing, stretching, lifting, carrying, pushing, and 
pulling, we exercise the heart, lungs, and muscles. 
Working outdoors helps us stay physically strong and 
stable as well as emotionally strong, self-reliant, and 
secure. When strong winds and difficult times come, 
we know that gardening prepares us to stand up to 
them and overcome the obstacles. Maybe the world 
looks pretty bleak right now, but I never lose hope 
because I know that spring will come and my gardens 
will bloom again. The same is true with other parts of 
life. Remember — there’s always next year.

I’m grateful for the opportunity to care deeply 
for a piece of the earth, feeling that it and I are 
connected in a meaningful way, that I am its steward. 
I know my trees and plants. I know where the oaks 
are, where the pines are, where the sugar maples 
are. I know which trees are showing signs of decay 
and stress. I know just where the masses of trout lily 
and anemone come up in the spring. I know where 
every rock is, every vernal pool, every patch of 
wildflowers and ferns, every shrub. I know my land, 
my garden.

This knowing is more than intellectual knowledge. It 
is a kind of spiritual knowledge — knowledge infused 
with love. It is a kind of knowledge that comes from 
being fully present, fully observant, fully engaged. 
Living a full and meaningful life involves accepting the 
invitations in life to experience this kind of knowledge. 
Some of us find it in our gardens. �
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(32) Sidney Bending lives on the west 
coast of Canada and is a retired graphic 
artist. Her award-winning poetry and flash 
fiction have appeared in literary journals 
and anthologies in North America, Europe, 
and New Zealand. 

(122) Laura Bernstein-Machlay teaches 
writing at the College for Creative Studies in 
Detroit, Michigan. She also does freelance 
writing and editing. In her free time she 
attends writing conferences, and writes and 
publishes poetry and creative nonfiction. She 
lives in her native Detroit.

(57) Susan P. Blevins was born in England, 
lived twenty-six years in Italy, and has spent 
the remainder of her life in the United 
States, initially in New Mexico and currently 
in Texas.  She has always loved writing and 
wrote a weekly column in an international 
newspaper when living in Rome, Italy. 
Now she enjoys writing about her travel 
adventures and her philosophy of life, which 
is based on love, acceptance, and inclusion 
of everyone. 

(112) Linda Buckmaster’s poems, essays, 
and fiction have appeared in over thirty 
journals. She has produced collaborative 
work with artists of various media, and her 
monograph Northern Run with book artist 
Jan Owen is in the collection of the Center for 
Book Arts, University of Southern Maine. She 
has completed writing residencies at Vermont 
Studios Center, Atlantic Center for the Arts, 
and Obras Foundation, among others.
www.lindabuckmaster.com

(121) Robin Chapman’s tenth book, The 
Only Home We Know, will be published by 
Tebot Bach in 2019. She is the recipient of 
the 2010 Appalachia Poetry Prize and the 
Wisconsin Library Association’s Outstanding 

Achievement in Poetry Award for her 2016 
collection, Six True Things.
r o b i n c h a p m a n s p o e t r y a n d p a i n t i n g .
blogspot.com

(81) Margaret Chula has published eight 
collections of poetry including, most recently, 
Daffodils at Twilight. Grants from the Oregon 
Arts Commission and the Regional Arts and 
Culture Council have supported her work as 
well as fellowships to the Vermont Studio 
Center, the Helene Wurlitzer Foundation, 
and Playa. Chula has been a featured speaker 
and workshop leader at writers’ conferences 
throughout the US, as well as in Poland, 
Canada, and Japan. She has served as 
president of the Tanka Society of America 
and as Poet Laureate for Friends of Chamber 
Music. Living in Kyoto for twelve years, she 
now makes her home in Portland, Oregon.
margaretchula.com

(66) Atreyee Gupta explores the liminal 
spaces in which humans interact with society, 
topography, and nature. She is the creator of 
Bespoke Traveler, a digital alcove examining 
travel’s transformative power. 

(86) Barbara Haas is a repeat contributor of 
prose to The North American Review, Hudson 
Review, and Virginia Quarterly Review. She is 
the recipient of an NEA Fellowship in Fiction. 

(102) Heidi Harrison realized early in life 
that words allow for the exodus of her soul, 
a rhapsody, a sense of grace enveloping her. 
Writing has been her boulder. Her stories 
often a healing balm in a shattered world. 
She has written three novels, three children’s 
books, one full-length memoir, and countless 
fiction and non-fiction stories.
www.heidimharrison.com

(82)  Theresa Hickey is a native Bostonian 

FEATURED WRITERS

http://www.lindabuckmaster.com
http://robinchapmanspoetryandpainting.blogspot.com 
http://robinchapmanspoetryandpainting.blogspot.com 
http://margaretchula.com
https://bespoketraveler.com/
http://www.heidimharrison.com


Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33  |  9 

Novel, Kunzman, the Novel! is available from 
Lulu.com and Amazon. 

(54) Catherine A. MacKenzie writes poems 
and short fiction. She has been published in 
many print and online publications and has 
self-published short story collections, books 
of poetry, and children’s picture books. 
Wolves Don’t Knock, her first novel, was 
published in 2018, and she is currently working 
on the sequel, Mister Wolfe. MacKenzie lives 
in Halifax, Nova Scotia. 
www.writingwicket.wordpress.com

(114) James B. Nicola’s four poetry 
collections are Manhattan Plaza, Stage to 
Page, Wind in the Cave, and Out of Nothing: 
Poems of Art and Artists. His nonfiction book 
Playing the Audience won a Choice award. He 
has won two Willow Review awards and been 
nominated six times for a Pushcart. 
sites.google.com/site/jamesbnicola

(104) Gail Peck is the author of eight books 
of poetry. Her poems have been nominated 
for a Pushcart, and her work has been cited as 
notable in The Best American Essays. 
www.gailpeck.org

(40) Nancy L. Penrose, of Seattle, 
Washington, has had essays published in 
numerous journals. She is the co-author of A 
Dream and a Chisel: Louisiana Sculptor Angela 
Gregory in Paris, 1925-1928 (University of 
South Carolina Press, 2019). 
www.plumerose.net

(59) Scott Ragland has an MFA in creative 
writing (fiction) from the University of North 
Carolina at Greensboro and has had stories 
published in numerous journals. He lives in 
Carrboro, North Carolina.

(31) Bruce Robinson has received Best of 

who writes about faith and family. She is a 
member of the Pelican Bay Women’s League 
Writers, Naples, Florida, and teaches a 
workshop called “Creativity Knocks.” Her 
third chapbook, Shy, is nearing completion.

(119)  Bradley Earle Hoge’s book Nebular 
Hypothesis is available from Cawing Crow 
Press. He has also published four chapbooks 
and numerous poems in magazines and 
anthologies. He was managing editor for Dark 
Matter Literary Journal for many years and 
current resides in Foster City, California.

(23) Cai Kornegay lives in Hillsborough, 
North Carolina.

(85) Camille Kraus is high school student 
whose work has been published in Teen Ink. 
When she is not writing, Kraus enjoys taking 
pictures of nature, and playing her clarinet 
and saxophone. She also tutors elementary 
students in math and English.

(106) Charlene Kwiatkowski writes poetry, 
fiction, and non-fiction. She holds an MA in 
English literature and works at an art gallery 
in Vancouver, Canada. She blogs about art, 
literature, and urban spaces. 
textingthecity.wordpress.com

(24) Deborah LeFalle is a retired college 
educator who enjoys writing, and poetry is 
the genre she is drawn to most. Inspiration 
for her poems often stems from personal 
experiences. Her work has appeared in 
various journals; her first chapbook, Worthy 
was released in 2017 and won a Northern 
California Publishers & Authors Book Award. 
She lives in San Jose, California. 

(80) Larry Lefkowitz has had stories and 
poetry in many publications in the United 
States, Israel, and Great Britain. His novel, The 

https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/NICOLA_OUT.html
https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/NICOLA_OUT.html
http://sites.google.com/site/jamesbnicola
http://www.gailpeck.org
http://textingthecity.wordpress.com
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the Net nominations. Work has appeared in 
numerous journals.

(65) Stuart Jay Silverman is retired from 
college/university teaching and now divides 
his time between Hot Springs, Arkansas, and 
Chicago, Illinois. Nearly six hundred of his 
poems and translations have appeared in over 
one hundred journals and anthologies in the 
United States and abroad. 

(26) Claude Clayton Smith is professor 
emeritus of English at Ohio Northern 
University; author of eight books; and co-
editor/translator of two others, the most 
recent being MEDITATIONS After the Bear Feast: 
The Poetic Dialogues of N. Scott Momaday and Yuri 
Vaella. His own work has been translated into 
five languages, including Russian and Chinese. 
He lives in Madison, Wisconsin. 
claudeclaytonsmith.wordpress.com

(84) J.R. Solonche is the author of Beautiful 
Day (Deerbrook Editions), Won’t Be Long 
(Deerbrook Editions), Heart’s Content 
(chapbook from Five Oaks Press), Invisible 
(nominated for the Pulitzer Prize by Five Oaks 
Press), The Black Birch (Kelsay Books), I, Emily 
Dickinson & Other Found Poems (Deerbrook 
Editions), among others. He lives in the 
Hudson Valley.

(120) Dona Luongo Stein’s fifth collection 
of poetry, Leaving Greece, was published by 
Shanti Arts in 2018. A Boston native, Stein is 
a former Wallace Stegner Fellow in Poetry at 
Stanford University. An International Artist 
Exchange Fellowship in Germany resulted in 
the collection of poems Alice in Deutschland. 
Stein produced and hosted The Poetry Show 
on KRFC in Fort Collins, Colorado, for ten 
years. She presently organizes community 
poetry events and workshops, and also 
teaches poetry classes for adult learners.

(20) William Vernon served in the Marine 
Corps and then studied taught English 
literature. Writing is his therapy, along with 
exercising outdoors and doing international 
folk dances. Five Star Mysteries published 
his novel Old Town. His poems, stories, and 
nonfiction have appeared in many magazines 
and anthologies. 

(56)  Sarah Brown Weitzman, a past NEA 
Fellow in Poetry and Pushcart Prize nominee, 
is widely published in hundreds of journals 
and anthologies. Her fifth book, AMOROTICA, 
is forthcoming from Darkhouse Books.

 (102) Colin Campbell Cooper, Terrace at Samarkand Hotel, c. 1923. 
Oil on canvas. 20 x 14 inches (50.8 x 35.5 cm). WC PD

 (105) Gerhard von Haniel, Still Life, 1938. Oil on canvas. 22 x 26 
inches (56 x 65 cm). Photograph by WernerVau. WC CC

 (106) Vincent van Gogh, Garden at Arles, 1888. Oil on canvas. 
40.1 x 32.5 inches (102 x 82.8 cm). Gemeentemuseum 
Den Haag, The Hague, Netherlands. WC PD

(108)  Vincent van Gogh, The Potato Eaters, 1885. Oil on 
canvas. 45 x 32 inches (114.5 x 81.5 cm). Van Gogh 
Museum, Amsterdam, Netherlands. WC PD

 (108) Vincent van Gogh, Still Life with Bible, 1885. Oil on 
canvas. 30.9 x 25.8 inches (78.5 x 65.7 cm). Van Gogh 
Museum, Amsterdam, Netherlands. WC PD

 (110) Vincent van Gogh, Daubigny’s Garden, 1890. Oil on 
canvas. Van Gogh Museum, Amsterdam, Netherlands. 
WC PD

 (110) Vincent van Gogh, Garden at Auvers, 1890. Oil on canvas. 31.4 
x 25.1 inches (80 x 63.9 cm). Private collection. WC PD

 (111) Vincent van Gogh, Flower Garden, 1888. Oil on canvas. 
28.7 x 36.2 inches (73 x 92 cm). The Metropolitan 
Muscum of Art, New York City, New York. WC PD

 (113) Johnston, Frances Benjamin, Michael Cochrane Armour 
House, Pasadena, California, 1917. Library of Congress. 
WC PD

 (114-5) T.Kiya, The Rose Garden of Flower Festival Park, 2013. 
WC CC

(120-1) Created by Visnezh - Freepik.com
 (122) Cathryn Lavery, Writing in a Journal, 2016. WC PD
 
  WC:  Wikimedia Commons
 PD:  Public Domain
 CC:  Creative Commons

IMAGE CREDITS 
(continued)

https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/SMITH_MEDITATIONS.html
https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/SMITH_MEDITATIONS.html
https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/SMITH_MEDITATIONS.html
http://claudeclaytonsmith.wordpress.com
https://www.shantiarts.co/uploads/files/STEIN_LEAVING.html
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Terrace_at_Samarkand_Hotel.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Gerhard_von_Haniel.JPG
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Vincent_van_Gogh_-_Garden_at_Arles_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The_Potato_Eaters_-_My_Dream.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Vincent_van_Gogh_-_Still_life_with_Bible_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Vincent_van_Gogh_-_Daubigny%27s_garden_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Van_Gogh_-_Garten_in_Auvers.jpeg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Van_Gogh_-_Blumengarten.jpeg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Michael_Cochrane_Armour_house,_962_Linda_Vista_Avenue,_Pasadena,_California._Native_plant_garden_pathway_LCCN2007684862.tif
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The_rose_garden_of_Flower_festival_commemorative_park,_%E8%8A%B1%E3%83%95%E3%82%A7%E3%82%B9%E3%82%BF%E8%A8%98%E5%BF%B5%E5%85%AC%E5%9C%92_%E4%B8%96%E7%95%8C%E3%81%AE%E3%83%90%E3%83%A9%E5%9C%92_(13158729534).jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Writing_in_a_journal_(Unsplash).jpg
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Every Gallery exhibition presents the oppor tunity to 
honor a small number of ar tists. Our current Gallery 
Ar tists are listed below. Please take a few moments 
to visit our website and view the work of these 
creative individuals.

Shoshanna Ahar t · Angela Amias

Pat Apt · Bobby Baker

John Brooks · Lynn Chen

James Cur tis · Renée De Gagné

MJ Edwards · Myles Gal lagher

Jane Gottl ieb · Sue Anne Hoyt

Carr ie Jacobson · Loretta Ana Kaufman

Rosalyn Kl iot · Car y Loving

Tal i Margol in · Ann Har t Marquis

Rose Palmier i · Lauren Rader

Patr ic ia Raible · Tatiana Roul in

Susan Ruach · Hadass Shereshevsky

Karen Shulman · Rebecca Skinner

Jane Soodalter · Carolyn WarmSun

Meghan Wilbar · Abby Zonies

GALLERY ARTISTS
stillpointartgallery.com

https://www.stillpointartgallery.com/uploads/files/galleryartists.html
http://stillpointartgallery.com


Cary Loving

Best in Show 
Loving is from Virginia. 

• www.caryloving.com

ann hart Marquis

Award for Uniqueness of Concept and Originality
Marquis is from New Mexico. 

• www.annhartmarquis.com

JaMes Curtis

Award for Exceptional Composition and Design
Curtis is from Pennsylvania.

Lauren rader

Award for Distinctive Interpretation of Theme
Rader is from Maryland.

• www.laurenraderart.com

stiLL Point art gaLLery’s current exhibition — The Garden —  is viewable in our online 
gallery and will remain a featured exhibition through April 30, 2019. In this issue we feature 
images from this exhibition, but there are many more to see online. Honored artists for this 
exhibition are:
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Still PointArt Gallery

http://www.caryloving.com
http://www.annhartmarquis.com
http://www.laurenraderart.com
https://www.stillpointartgallery.com
https://www.stillpointartgallery.com


Shoshanna Ahart • Mary Macey Butler • James Curtis • Allison Doherty • MJ Edwards
Marla Faith • Michael Gibbons • Jane Gottlieb • Danielle Hark • David Henderson
Cary Loving • Ann Hart Marquis • Anna Martin • Barbara Martin • Gaylord Mink

Roy Money • Rita Noe • Loretta Oleck • Rosalie Sanara Petrouske • Paul Polydorou
Lauren Rader • Carel Schmidlkofer • Daniel Shields • Tamra Stallings • Jeffrey Stoner

Katherine Sullivan • Theodosia Tamborlane • Teresa Wilson • Christopher Woods
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Award for Best in Show
Cary Loving

Lavender Dill
photograph · www.caryloving.com
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CURRENT EXHIBITION
The Garden

http://www.caryloving.com


Award for Distinctive Interpretation of Theme
Lauren rader

Ode to Spring
mixed media · www.laurenraderart.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2019
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

http://www.laurenraderart.com
http://stillpointartgallery.com


Award for Uniqueness of Concept and Originality
ann Hart Marquis

Serendipity of Light
acrylic · www.annhartmarquis.com
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CURRENT EXHIBITION
The Garden

http://www.annhartmarquis.com


Award for Exceptional Composition and Design
JaMes Curtis

Tokyo Garden 2
photograph
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February 1 to April 30, 2019
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

http://stillpointartgallery.com
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Edvard Munch, The Dance of Life
WC PD

The Dance
 

I would like to no longer dance to 
anything but the rhythm of my soul.

— Isadora Duncan 

Selected artists and writers will have 
their work featured in the Fall 2019 

issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly
Online art exhibition dates: 

August 1 to October 31, 2019
Art submission deadline: July 1, 2019

Writing submission deadline: June 1, 2019

FALL 2019 ISSUE

Francesco Mocellin, Atacama Dry Lake, Chile 
WC CC

Our BeauTiful PlaneT

This was exactly what I experienced in space: 
immense gratitude for the opportunity to 
see Earth from this vantage, and for the 

gift of the planet we’ve been given.

— Ron Garan, The Orbital Perspective: 
Lessons in Seeing the Big Picture from 

a Journey of 71 Million Miles

Selected artists and writers will have 
their work featured in the Summer 
2019 issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly

Online art exhibition dates: 
May 1 to July 31, 2019

Art submission deadline: April 1, 2019
Writing submission deadline: March 1, 2019

SUMMER 2019 ISSUE

stillpointartgallery.com

CALLS FOR ARTISTS AND WRITERS

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Edvard_Munch_-_The_dance_of_life_(1899-1900).jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Salar_de_Atacama.jpg
http://stillpointartgallery.com
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SPRING 2020 ISSUE

Lee Pickett, Portrait of Mahalia, 1912 
WC PD

GranDParenTs anD 
OTher Wise ancesTOrs

My ancestors are always present, alive in every cell 
of my body, and I play a part in their immortality.

— Thich Nhat Hanh, The Art of Living

Selected artists and writers will have 
their work featured in the Spring 2020 

issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly
Online art exhibition dates: 
February 1 to April 30, 2020

Art submission deadline: January 2, 2020
Writing submission deadline: December 1, 2019

The Queen of Sheba, c. 1402 
WC PD 

PhenOmenal WOman

I’m a woman  
Phenomenally.  

Phenomenal woman,  
That’s me. 

 — Maya Angelou, “Phenomenal Woman”

Selected artists and writers will have 
their work featured in the Winter 2019 

issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly
Online art exhibition dates: November 

1, 2019 to January 31, 2020
Art submission deadline: October 1, 2019

Writing submission deadline: September 1, 2019

WINTER 2019 ISSUE

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Portrait_of_Mahalia,_an_old_Native_American_woman,_1912_(PICKETT_790).jpeg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:BlackSheba-Text.jpg


I know she likes to watch me out here on my knees, weeding the 
f lowers, keeping the edges of the beds in good shape. Every now and 
then when she waves to me like that, I know there’s nothing more 
important than planting f lowers in our yard. 

Annuals
William Vernon
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Weeding begonias, i wave a 
dirty palm at Ruth in her chair 
on the porch. She smiles, maybe 

remembering how I used to tell her, “I’ll never 
be a slave to a yard.” 

That was before we were married. We’d 
drive around dreaming about our future lives 
together, checking for sale signs. When I’d 
notice residents outside edging or mowing, 
they’d prompt me to say something like, 

“People spend hours working on their yard. 
Don’t they have anything better to do?”

Ruth would say, “I think it’s nice. The flowers 
are pretty.” 

I didn’t argue, but I was ambitious, young, 
feeling pressure to succeed in the insurance 
game. My concern was making a living. Not 
whether a yard was pretty.

Ruth never questioned my attitude. She just 
ignored it and did her own thing. She taught 
middle-school children for thirty four years, and 
during that time, after we bought our house, she 
planted flowers around it herself. Insisted on 
having flowers. Okay by me, but I planned to do 
just enough yard work to avoid complaints from 
the neighbors. I mowed, trimmed hedges and 
trees. That satisfied my impulse for gardening.

My attitude created some conflict. When she’d 
ask me to spade up the earth for her planting, 
I’d complain. When I’d vent, she herself would 
start digging. I’d become ashamed, then insist 
on doing it myself. After a few years, as soon as 
her car showed up with hundreds of flowers, I 
dug up the ground without being asked. 

I did stop her cold about fertilizers and 
pesticides. My logic was that they poisoned 
the land and killed its animal life, including 
worms. Plus they poisoned the water and 
air. Our lawn became an oasis of dandelions 

among the green desert of chemically-treated 
suburbs. She was never happy about this, but 
she had environmental scruples enough to 
agree with me in principle.

We also disagreed about watering the yard. I 
called it a waste and unnatural. Grass protects 
itself by browning up in drought. Comes back 
when it rains. She finally went along with that 
when she over-watered one year and killed 
the grass. A lawn guy told me not to water in 
the evenings as she had done. But I withheld 
that info from Ruth to get my way again. That’s 
about the only time I hid the truth from her.

Now, as they say, times have changed. 
Imagine coming in exhausted from work 
one evening and finding the one you love 
unconscious beside the wheelbarrow in the 
backyard surrounded by eight bags of topsoil 
and ten flats of flowers, all of which she had 
apparently unloaded herself. It was spring, the 
world looked beautiful, and there she lay. 

I nearly panicked. Maybe worse than that, I 
sank into what I’d call despair. While she was 
under the hospital sheets, nearly comatose, 
shrunken and weak, unable to talk, I cursed 
justice. I cursed God. I thought I’d lost her.
“She was retiring in June,” I told Dr. Stein as he 

bent over Ruth, checking her optic responses. 
“Thirty-some years of teaching brats and putting 
up with parents. Thirty years of working toward 
retirement, then this. I can’t believe it!”
“Ruth is improving.” He patted my arm. “Hang 

in there.”
After a week in a rehabilitation facility, he 

helped me wheel her out to the car, lift her 
up, and strap her into the front seat, helped 
me fold up and put her new chair in the trunk. 
Then he said, “She’ll improve some, but don’t 
expect too much.”
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I shook his hand. “Thank you.”
“Want some more advice?” He looked me in 

the eyes. “Complaining and dwelling on what 
you and she are missing helps no one, least of all 
Ruth.” He held his hands up, palms toward me. “I 
know that’s easy for me to say, not having a wife 
in this situation. But isn’t being positive more 
beneficial than being negative? Ruth deserves 
help in raising her spirits. Think about it and 
remember that support group I told you about.”

Be positive? I was angry at his interfering 
and barely able to speak while going home, 
retrieving the chair, setting it up, lifting Ruth 
out of the car onto it. 

When I headed for the new ramp I’d built to 
the front door, she grunted, shook her head, and 
grunted again. Somehow I knew she wanted to 
go into the backyard first. So I took her there, 
right to where I’d found her lying on the ground.

The place lay in deep shadow. Thinking how 
tragic everything was, I stood behind her and 
let her look.

She made a sound so I came around in front 
of her. She was crying. The first tears she’d 
made since the stroke. She shook her head, 
moved her right hand, gripped my shirtsleeve, 
and tried to say something.

That made me look around with her eyes. 
The flats of flowers she’d bought were in bad 
shape. We’d had some rain or else they’d have 
all been dead. I took the hose, watered them, 
and Ruth’s eyes lit up. 

I patted her hand. “Sorry I forgot about them. 
I’ll put them in the ground this afternoon.”

Which I did, and she was there, watching me 
the whole time.

The flower jobs became mine after that. I knew 
they pleased her. They got her outside. They put 
color into her life and, I’ll admit it, into mine. 

Four years later, Ruth’s habit is to sit on the porch 
and watch me do lawn work. When it comes to 
buying and planting the flowers, she helps. I wheel 
her around, and she picks out what she likes. Back 
home with them, she manages to indicate that 
she wants the orange impatiens along the front of 
the house to match the cushions of our outdoor 
chairs. I wheel her out by the beds so she can 
watch me plant the stuff up close. Occasionally, 
she suggests something by pointing and nodding 
and making a noise, like go deeper or don’t cover 
with so much dirt, and I do it.

Otherwise the work and the decisions are up 
to me, and I’ve grown particular. Two years ago 
I told her no more pansies around the big pine. 
Pansies don’t last in hot weather. They die and 
then we have bare spots where they were. This 
year it’s red impatiens on the outer ring around 
the pine tree. White begonias on the center 
ring. And nearest the trunk, tall snapdragons, 
which I use for bouquets on the kitchen table.

Everything freshly planted gets Miracle 
Grow once a week for the first month, heavy 
watering every second or third day. Still no 
chemicals on the grass.

I sold the agency to be home with Ruth all 
the time. She has a lot more reason for being 
negative than I have, but she’s not.

Some evenings, we sit on the porch and 
watch the day’s final flashing of the blooms. 
We hold hands. I talk, and she grunts and coos 
and aahs. On her good days, we eat dinner 
outside with the beauty surrounding us.

I know she likes to watch me out here on my 
knees, weeding the flowers, keeping the edges 
of the beds in good shape. Every now and then 
when she waves to me like that, I know there’s 
nothing more important than planting flowers 
in our yard. �
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Perennials

When I was young 
I hated planting the flowers 
That only lived a month 
Or two 
I hated watching 
As the thing I loved 
What I dug for
With bare hands
Wilted in sun 
Their petals withering 
Turning limp and lifeless
As the leaves turned bare 
And thin 
They too went dry 
Beneath the sun 
I hated planting flowers 
That only bloomed a week 
I wanted them to live a while 
For bright faces to stay 
For the morning
But they only lived so shortly 
And their faces they turned down 
The leaves hung limp 
Like tired arms in bed
But still I planted flowers 
With only a month to live
Because while beauty shortly lasts
They raise their faces up 
And bask in midday sun 
And come next season 
They’ll be here again

by Cai Kornegay
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On the heels Of WOnder

My curious eyes fixate
on her nurturing hands
as she moves from plot to plot
tending her prize flowerbeds

Her words are encouraging
and her touch, gentle
yet her treatment of invaders is fierce
garden harmony is the prime desire

She is in paradise
and I, right there with her
we absorb the aesthetic allure
of our companion life forms

the Fuchsias
nestled comfortably under the eaves
of our California Craftsman home
beside the back porch steps
purple and red blossoms dangle
from bulbous pods that burst
into miniature clarinets
Mother drives her finger into the soil
showing me how to check for moisture

the Cypress Paper Reeds
bunched at their base
they stand tall against the chain link fence
lean stalks sway back and forth
in the slightest of breezes
their heads, stringy-haired fireworks
rustle like the sound of a snare drum lightly swished
Mother lets me help her prop a stick
against one that has fallen over

the Lemon Tree
smooth yellow ovals year after year
tart and sweet at once
the key — she eyes and knows
where and when to cut back
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to produce plump and juicy fruit
and leave the crown’s majesty in check
Mother shows me which branches to prune
and tells me when lemons are ripe for picking

the Roses
a delight to our noses
we inhale the fragrant scents
of red and yellow heirloom blooms
we snip stems for bouquets
but are careful to treat them with respect
or suffer the consequences — ouch!
Mother teaches me how to thin out the bushes
so they will keep flowering spring through fall

the Succulents
on the sunniest side of the yard
echeveria, stonecrop,
hens and chicks, agave
fleshy and taught-skinned
some having teeth
their flowers appear only briefly
Mother explains how to remove and
transplant offsets when growth gets too dense

My little head swells
with flora acuity
while my heart bathes in
earthly compassion

I walk in her wise footsteps
and learn to speak in her sacred tongue
that only she and God
and the greenery understand

Many moons later as I tend my plants
I muse Mother’s wondrous lessons
and I thank her for the green thumbs
she graciously gifted to me

by Deborah LeFalle
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I dug the garden in late April and planted the seeds in early May. And the soil, fallow for years, cooperated, 
bringing forth abundant loose-leaf lettuce in June and a cornucopia of juicy tomatoes in August.

Memory Gardens
Claude Clayton Smith
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“When you increase the number 
of gardens, you increase the 

number of heavens too!”
 — Mehmet Murat ildan

1.

Our new home, on Freeman Avenue in the town 
of Stratford, was ten minutes from the General 
Electric Company in Bridgeport where my 
father worked and where my mother had grown 
up. The house — a peaked, white bungalow of 
clapboard siding — was already fifty years old. 
I was four. We moved in the middle of the worst 
winter in years, a ride I experienced in the cab 
of a borrowed pickup truck, bed springs and 
bureaus bouncing around behind us, my eyes 
fixed wide as I looked out the rear window. 
Snowdrifts blocked the front porch when we 
arrived, and we had to shovel our way in. Later, 
having unloaded the pickup, we stood in the 
little mudroom at the rear of the kitchen, and 
my father lifted me up to look through the 
diamond-shaped window of the storm door, 
beyond which the snow lay in drifts the entire 
length of the backyard.

The yard was narrow, fifty yards deep, and 
seemed miles long. The near half, thick with 
lank grass come spring, boasted every kind of 
fruit tree imaginable — a small cherry closest to 
the house, a larger peach behind the detached 

garage, an enormous apple beyond the peach, 
and twin pear trees, like goal posts, just short 
of the garden. In the fall, when the ripened 
fruit would fall to the ground and turn to mush 
beneath my black-and-white Keds, I had to 
watch out for low-flying yellow jackets.

Beyond the grass lay the garden. It was 
turned under each spring by an old man 
who came to Freeman Avenue with a horse 
and plow. We grew everything there — corn, 
radishes, potatoes, peas, squash, cucumbers, 
lettuce, tomatoes, onions, rhubarb, pumpkins, 
even watermelons. 

I remember helping my father plant potatoes, 
sticking slices of raw spuds into hillocks of soft 
dirt, surprised to dig them out months later as 
large and lopsided as softballs, their strange 
green eyes protruding. Beyond the farthest 
furrow of that garden, a tangle of broad-leafed 
grapevines hid a rotting fence of wooden slats 
that was draped, cornucopia-like, with clusters 
of grapes. Those grapes, though, were more 
sour than sweet.

In winter we lived off canned vegetables 
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2.

In my single years after college, I purchased 
a brand new townhouse in a rather rural 
development just north of Washington, D. C. 
In contrast to the large yard I’d enjoyed while 
growing up in Stratford, this yard measured 
but a few hundred square feet. It was in the 
shape of a block letter C at the left end of 
a row of similar townhouses. Only the end 
units, of course, had side yards. Mine was very 
narrow, bounded by a brick wall that extended 
from the sidewalk out front to an alternate-
board privacy fence out back. A large sign 
announcing Rockshire Green was bolted to the 
outside of that brick wall.

It was early summer when I moved in, and 
the first thing I did was to build a birdhouse 
and affix it to the brick wall where it joined the 
privacy fence out back. I wanted bluebirds, 
and the surrounding terrain — former farmland 
that was quite open to the elements — seemed 
perfect for bluebirds. I wanted to look out the 
sliding glass doors of my dining room, across 
my little cement patio, and see the bluebird of 
happiness perched on my birdhouse, blessing 
my brand new bachelor townhouse with its 
song. 

Following instructions from a library book, 
I made certain that the entrance to that 
birdhouse was cut exactly to specifications 

so I wouldn’t get purple martins or flickers or 
other interlopers. But it was early summer, as 
I’ve said, and since birds nest in the spring, 
my little plywood birdhouse stood tenantless. 
Then I went off to Europe for a few weeks, and 
when I returned, the birdhouse was occupied. 
Hornets had commandeered it, filling it with a 
large papery nest, and hornets now ruled the 
little backyard. 

Mitch, my elderly next-door neighbor, shook 
his head when I told him what had happened. 

“Oh, well,” he laughed, peering over the privacy 
fence that separated our backyards. “Birds 
of a feather buzz together!” I didn’t find his 
comment as funny as he did.

The following spring I cleaned out the 
hornet’s nest from my birdhouse in hopes of 
bluebirds once again. (I got sparrows.) Then I 
planted a garden beside my little cement patio. 
First, however, I built a gate in the side yard 
between the brick wall and the front of the 
house to prevent any critters from entering the 
yard to nibble my produce.

My garden plot was six feet long and four 
feet wide. It resembled a fresh grave of the sort 
you might find in the backyard of a serial killer. 
But there was no body in there, just seeds for 
loose-leaf lettuce and beefsteak tomatoes. 

Using a round-pointed shovel, I turned under 

from the garden, put up in glass jars with 
wire-capped lids and red rubber rings. My 
mother labeled them by hand and lined them 
up in rows on the narrow wooden shelves my 
father constructed for her in our cool, damp 
fieldstone cellar. But these vegetables tasted 

no better than the grapes from our vines. What 
vegetables I did eat, I ate raw.

We’d moved to Stratford from a place in the 
country my father called Blue Heaven. But if we 
had once lived in Blue Heaven, we now lived in 
the Garden of Eden.
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the rich topsoil, tilled it to a depth of six inches, 
and raked it smooth. Many of my neighbors, 
Mitch’s wife Willa among them, were putting 
in flower gardens. Willa favored posies and 
pansies. But I wanted salad for my supper all 
summer long. So I put in lettuce and tomatoes. 

I dug the garden in late April and planted 
the seeds in early May. And the soil, fallow for 
years, cooperated, bringing forth abundant 
loose-leaf lettuce in June and a cornucopia 
of juicy tomatoes in August, but never any 
salad in the interim. Nature, it seems, yields its 
bounty in its own sweet time, not necessarily in 
sync with one’s menu. 

Tiring of loose-leaf lettuce à la carte at the 
beginning of summer and juicy tomatoes à la 
carte at the end of summer, I discarded the 
remaining lettuce and gave away the tomatoes.
“You shoulda planted more lettuce after your 

first crop,” Mitch advised, as I handed him a 

plastic bag of beefsteak tomatoes over the 
fence.

 “Now you tell me,” was all I said.
And so the following year, after I’d 

harvested my first crop of lettuce, I planted 
more lettuce. But the initial crop wasn’t as 
abundant as it had been the year before. The 
second crop was even worse — stunted and 
wilted. And the tomatoes, when it was their 
turn to flourish, were no bigger than tennis 
balls, hardly in need of the wooden stakes 
with which I’d so lovingly propped them up 
the year before.
“Did ya fertilize?” Mitch asked, declining my 

offer of a bag of tennis-ball-size tomatoes. “A 
garden,” he said, “sucks the nutrients right out 
of the soil. Even Willa’s flowers require fertilizer.”
“Oh,” was all I said, realizing I’d just learned 

another lesson in gardening. 
As Mitch put it, “It’s always wise to fertilize.”

3.

A few years later, after I married Elaine, we 
moved from the townhouse to a ranch house 
with two acres of land in the Blue Ridge. In 
short order we bore two sons, Owen and 
Adrian, and when Owen was in first grade 
we planted two gardens. With Owen in 
school and Adrian toddling about the house, 
Elaine was enjoying a modicum of freedom 
and wanted to do something outside the 
house — besides taking Adrian to play groups 
and nursery school. 
“I want a garden,” she announced one night 

at supper. And that did it. 
“I want a garden!” Owen insisted. So it was 

apparent there’d be two gardens in the family. 

I declined to cultivate a third, but Adrian wasn’t 
interested. He was more than happy with the 
sandbox I’d built him.

Elaine’s concept of gardening left something 
to be desired. It was based on the image of 
herself in an out-of-the-house gardening 
outfit: a floppy straw hat, red-and-white-
checked blouse, cut-off jeans, white sneakers, 
and white garden gloves. She looked quite 
smart, but she never got dirty. She never got 
dirty because she never worked in her garden, 
except to put on her out-in-the-yard outfit 
and walk down the slope of the backyard to 
water her crops with the plastic watering can I 
bought her at 84 Lumber. 

Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33  |  29 

Memory Gardens



It was up to me to remove a large rectangle 
of turf for the garden at the bottom of our 
rather severely sloped backyard. It lay right at 
the edge of a thick acre of woods we called 

“the jungle.” I turned and tilled the soil, raked 
it smooth, planted the seeds, and did the 
weeding, leaving the watering to Elaine, all 
while Owen nagged me to get started on his 
garden. Too pooped to attack another plot 
of ground, I looked around the backyard and 
suddenly got an idea.

A one-foot wide strip of dirt ran along the 
entire rear of the foundation of our house, 
the perfect spot for a ready-made garden. 
And unlike Elaine’s plot, which was shaded 
by the overhanging jungle in the late 
afternoon, it caught the sun for most of the 
day, right until sundown. And it required no 
tilling. 
“Go fetch a screwdriver from my workbench,” 

I told Owen while turning over Elaine’s garden. 
“And walk down the slope on the way back, so 
you won’t fall and stab yourself.” 

As accustomed as he was to the slope of our 
yard, I knew he’d never fall. I just wanted him 
to kill time and stop bugging me. So up the 
hill he scooted, leaped to the top of the stoop 
from which Elaine was hanging sheets on the 
clothesline, and entered the basement through 
the rear door. A few minutes later he returned 
carrying the screwdriver as Elaine had taught 
him to carry scissors, with the point wrapped 
in his fist.
“Good,” I said. “Now. Do you see that strip of 

land at the bottom of the house?”
“I was just up there!” he complained.

“That’s your garden. Go back and poke that 
screwdriver into the ground every six inches. 
That’s one-half the length of the ruler you use 
in school.”

Owen gave me a disgusted look. “Dad,” he 
said. “I’m in first grade! I know what a ruler is!”
“Good,” I said. “And once you’ve done that, 

put one of these in each hole.” I took a packet 
of seeds from my pocket and poured some 
kernels of corn into his free hand. “Then cover 
each hole with dirt, and step on it.” 

Excited, Owen turned to leave. “Wait a 
sec,” I said. “After you’ve done that, ask your 
mother for her watering can, fill it with the 
hose, and water your garden.” And off he went, 
screwdriver in one fist, kernels of corn in the 
other. And by the time I finished with Elaine’s 
garden, he was finished with his.

And as it turned out, Owen won the family 
horticulture award. Elaine soon tired of putting 
on her floppy straw hat, red-and-white-checked 
blouse, cut-off jeans, white sneakers, and white 
garden gloves to hike down the slope of the 
backyard to water her garden, only to hike all 
the way back up again. 

For the record, her little plot did produce a 
few green sprouts of lettuce and peas, which 
the rabbits in the jungle readily disposed of. 
Meanwhile, Owen’s cornfield — one long row 
along the back of the house — prospered. 
Wary of hawks, the rabbits and other garden 
grubbers were afraid of moving too far into 
the open from the safety of the jungle. This 
allowed Owen’s single row of corn stalks to 
grow unmolested to four times his height, their 
tassels as red and silky as his own red hair. �
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Marigolds

 suddenly / A mortal splendor
  — Robinson Jeffers, “Shine, Perishing Republic”

If we’re talking about annuals,
annual show-offs, let’s use marigolds,
you’ll put them in the ground and ignore them,
and really how’s that so different      

from what gets done to most of us, but
the thing is these suckers suffer and don’t quit,
not until October or maybe
November, yes, that late. I know a gardener

who calls them “forgiving,” which is more
than I can say for you, and supposedly
they can take a hit and bounce right back.
You could learn from them you could.  Here’s something else,

marigolds commend themselves, they’ll stun you 
in the spring, and maybe you’ll astonish me
equally, I should be so lucky.
If I see you then, perhaps I’ll take my

spade and yes, root around for a finer  
spot for us, the three of us, because I’d
bring a marigold along, some plot
with the right rain and a steadfast sun,

just in the event we manage to discover
our roots can, after all, outlast each other.

by Bruce Robinson

Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33  |  31 



Oriented to the Orient 

The red bridge arches like a Chinese acrobat.
Slate stones coax me over the still, green pond.

Himalayan blue poppies bow as servants
beside the raked gravel path.

Yunnan pines flirt with dancers’ fans,
freeze in tai chi poses.

Burgundy maples drape their kimonos 
over a charming and charmed tea house.

Scarlet camellia petals tempt like nigiri sushi 
on a low banquet tray of celadon moss.

I rest against the silken sky — tiny stars embroidered —
a blind-stitched cushion.

 
by Sidney Bending

32  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  



Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33  |  33 



Shoshanna Ahart · Welcome to the Garden
chalk pastel · www.ah-art.com
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Michael Gibbons · Irises and Roses
oil · www.michaelgibbons.net
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Teresa Wilson · Dreamy Orchid
photograph
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Mary Macey Butler · Wall Vine
photograph · www.marymaceybutler.com
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Tamra Stallings · Summer
photograph · www.tamrastallings.com
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Rosalie Sanara Petrouske · At the Shigematsu Memorial Garden
photograph · www.writingattheledges.com
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ART WILL SAVE US. This was announced to me as if a voice had 
spoken it aloud, but there was no one else around. Should I have 
been surprised to learn this was the room named Spirituality?

In the Grotto: Gathering 
in the Fractured Self
Nancy L. Penrose
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“In this world of so much pain if a sculpture of mine can give a moment 
of joy, a moment of life, I feel rewarded.”     — Niki de Saint Phalle

On noveMber 9, 2016, i was 
unmoored from home, traveling in 
Germany. It was the day after the 

presidential election in the U.S., and I was in 
Hanover with my husband, David, who was 
there to teach his class in geophysics to a group 
of scientists from the German Geological 
Survey. We had tracked the voting results on 
our cell phones throughout the night, had slept 
little not wanting to believe that Donald Trump 
was winning. 
“It’s a frigging disaster,” I said to David as he 

dressed for work. 
“I know,” he said as he packed up his laptop, 

sympathetic but already focused on the day 
ahead. 

Left alone in the room I was fractured by fear 
and fatigue, steeped in dread at the thought of 
Trump as President with a republican congress. 
Did that prime me for transformation by a work 
of art? Yes. I was looking for rescue that day 
and I found it.

Down in the hotel dining room, the 
waitress — middle-aged with short red 
hair — brought me coffee. I recognized her 
from other mornings and knew she spoke 
some English. As she poured I said, “I am very 
sad about the results of the election.”

Her response was instant. “He iss sheet!” she 
said, spitting out the words as a pistol would 
spit bullets. Then her cheeks puffed out and 
she mimed vomiting onto my table. I felt better 
immediately. A kindred spirit.

The weather that day was cold, below 
freezing, but it was bright and blue and sunny. 
I layered on sweater and coat, scarf, hat, and 
gloves, and left the hotel in search of slaps of 
fresh air and a dose of greenery. I caught the 
Number 4 tram to Herrenhausen Gardens.

Begun in 1666, the Gardens are vast — 120 
acres — and they are formal — French 
baroque. Evenly spaced trees march beside 
straight walkways. Hedges are clipped into 
rigid symmetries of lines, circles, and squares. 
The day I was there they were frosted with 
caps of old snow, their hard edges softened. 
I found a bench facing the sun. Brushed off 
the snow. Sat down. Stared into the glare. 
Closed my eyes. Felt the sun seep into me. 
I unbuttoned my coat, took off my hat and 
gloves. As my body stilled my quivering 
spirits steadied.

I stood up and began to stroll as a patient 
would seek a cure. For a soothing half hour I 
walked paths spread with coarse sand and 
speckled with the fallen brown and yellow 
leaves of autumn. The Gardens were quiet and 
calm; I saw no other visitors.

On a sign with a map I noticed a nearby 
building labeled Grotte von Niki de Saint 
Phalle. Grottoes, I read, were a traditional 
part of Baroque gardens, interiors designed as 
spaces to cool off in summer and to enchant 
with decorations of rocks and crystals and 
shells.

Curious, I left the cold loveliness of the 
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gardens and entered the grotto. Instantly I 
was in a space where colors burst bright as 
fireworks, where rays of light rocketed off red 
and gold mirror mosaics that spread across the 
rounded ceiling and down the walls. Light and 
color were fractured and multiplied — mirrors 
reflecting mirrors reflecting light reflecting 
color. I swirled and soared and spun around 
that room even though I was standing still. 
Waves of shiny smooth pebbles, black and 
brown and white, were set into the glass 
mosaics. The rocks offered respite, a place to 
hold my eyes steady and recover from the near 
vertigo that had captured me.

ART WILL SAVE US. This was announced to 
me as if a voice had spoken it aloud, but there 

was no one else around. Should I have been 
surprised to learn this was the room named 
Spirituality?

Niki de Saint Phalle was saved by her art 
and Niki de Saint Phalle was killed by her art. 
Born in France in 1930, she was raised mostly 
in Manhattan. She married at eighteen and 
had a child. She was beautiful and worked 
as a fashion model, appearing on the covers 
of Life and Vogue magazines. At twenty-
three she had “a pseudo-suicidal nervous 
breakdown,” as her then-husband Harry 
Matthews described it. He checked her into 
a mental clinic in Nice, France. There, despite 
drastic treatments of electroshock therapy, she 
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rediscovered painting and was set on her path 
to life as artist.

Saint Phalle is often labeled an outsider 
artist, yet she has a vast body of work and is 
a major figure in contemporary art, one of the 
few women in the Pop Art movement. On a 
trip to Spain in the 1950s, her inspiration was 
sparked by glass mosaics in Antonio Gaudi’s 
Park Guëll in Barcelona. In the 1960s she began 
working in three dimensions using polyester 
resin painted in bright colors to create huge 
and fabulous female figures. These became 
the Nanas series, her signature works found 
today around the world.

The three rooms of the Herrenhausen 
grotto as transformed by Niki de Saint Phalle 
are her last finished work, completed by 
colleagues in 2003, the year after her death 
at only seventy-two. Decades of working 
unprotected from resins rendered her organs 
to the diseases that killed her. This was the 
price she paid for her art.

I was still soaring in the room of Spirituality 
when I glanced left and saw an open archway 
into a room that glittered and chattered with 
silver mirrors. I entered Day and Life. Within 
a gurgling fountain danced the Nana of 
Herrenhausen. She had lime green skin and 
a bodacious shape. Her left arm, raised in 
greeting, was like a spring leaf full of holes. 
She wore a royal blue swimsuit, and her large 
breasts were painted with Pop Art designs: 
a heart and a flower in red, blue, and yellow. 
Clinging to the silvery walls were other 
sculptures in polyester resin: a big black spider 
with one leg broken off, a disembodied pair 
of cherry red lips, three disconnected and 
bulging eyes, a woman’s fuchsia face with blue 
hair, and a flower sprouting from the top of 

her head. I delighted in the impossible task of 
taking it all in.

I turned toward another archway that spoke in 
sparkles of dark blue: azure, ultramarine, violet, 
aubergine. I entered the third room, Night and 
Cosmos. At the center was a dancing sculpture 
of the elephant god Ganesha: blue head, 
trunk with bands of bright red, green, yellow, 
and orange. Nearby, a polyester woman with 
orange hair in a banana yellow dress stretched 
her red arm toward puffy gold stars that dotted 
the blue mosaicked ceiling. Set in one wall was 
a window with a metal grate that broke the 
outside light into shattered patterns on the 
slate gray floor.

After this conversation with color and 
glass and light, with beauty, I felt remolded 
into wholeness, my fractured self gathered 
in. I left the Grotto, exited through the 
garden gates, and went in search of a place 
for lunch.

I now see that day in Hanover as one of my 
last bits of escape before the tsunami of 
Trumpism — the evil promotion of racism, 
misogyny, Islamophobia, and war-mongering, 
the corruption of our environment and 
democracy — began pounding the America 
I had taken for granted. Will art save us? No, 
but it can offer respites that provide strength 
for the fight against the hateful waves. That 
was my lesson from the Herrenhausen Grotto 
on November 9, 2016, when, immersed in Niki 
de Saint Phalle’s rays of light bouncing off 
fragments of glass and cheered by her joyful 
dancing Nana and Ganesha, I forgot the pain 
and felt my energy refreshed, rekindled. I 
tasted her art as tonic, needed but unknown 
until that day when I needed it the most. �
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Jane Gottlieb lives in colorful California. For more information 
about her, see her luscious website — janegottlieb.com

Jane Gottlieb

Gardens of  Color
Place des Vosges
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Color is energy; it evokes emotion 
and feelings, and it makes you feel 
good.

Color is luscious to me. It’s a luxury 
to be able to fill my life with color. 

Monet Bridge
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Balcony View in the Dordogne
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Table for Two in the Dordogne
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Now she scans her one-of-a-kind hand-painted prints, 
enhances them with Photoshop, and produces archival 
prints on aluminum, canvas, and paper.

Gottlieb has been expressing her joy of  art with 
paint, shapes, and colors since she was very 
young. She began as a painter, evolved into a 
photographer, and eventually began hand painting 
with vivid colors on individual Cibachrome prints, 
creating a wonderful new uplifting reality.

Pond and Chairs in Paris Gardens
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Pond at Chartres

Lily Pond at Hotel du Cap
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My greatest joy 
is tending the 
two gardens, 
one full of 
hardy hostas 
alongside my 
house, the 
other by the 
shed where 
the lily now 
f lourishes. 

The bright and sunny day uPLifts 
my downtrodden spirit, especially 
when I glance over to the blooming 

lily and the lingering spirit of my recently 
departed, Albert. My melancholy sprouts 
wings and floats away, perhaps heading to 
Heaven. As usual, it’s been a long, harsh winter. 
I relish the heat, the sweat pouring from my 

face, the perspiration staining the armpits of 
my blouse. I shouldn’t have worn white, not 
while working in the garden, but I like the pure 
and clean color.

I lean against the shovel and swipe at black 
flies. As if hibernating, the dratted beasts 
appear when soil is first disturbed. In retaliation, 
they attack whatever or whomever is in their 

How My Garden Grows
Catherine A. MacKenzie
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way. “Go away,” I shriek. “I’ll ignore you if you’ll 
ignore me,” but of course, they don’t listen. 

My greatest joy is tending the two gardens, 
one full of hardy hostas alongside my house, 
the other by the shed where the lily now 
flourishes. 

The hulking hostas overpower the larger 
garden, leaving room for nothing else. I didn’t 
think the plants would grow this season, not 
with the strange spring that alternated 
between hot and cold, interspersed with 
torrents of rain. Just the other day, the plants 
were mere shoots trying to see the sun; now 
they’re full-fledged adults that even I couldn’t 
kill. They’ll live forever, these variegated, huge-
leafed plants. Life isn’t hard on them.

The other garden patch, where it’s rocky and 
the sun doesn’t shine, is shaded by the shed 
and a large oak tree with tumbling acorns 
in the fall. The shed is actually a dilapidated 
outhouse Albert converted into a gardening 
shed. How he loved that shed; how he surely 
enjoys it still! Although nothing ever grew 
there but brambles and weeds, Albert, about 
two years before his death, planted a lily there, 
off to the side where there were fewer rocks, 
where he thought it might survive. Survive is 
about all it did, but it never bloomed. 

Albert had never wanted two gardens, 
especially not one by the shed, so I’m unsure why 
he planted that lily there. I had always wanted 
another garden, but there was nowhere else to 
put one except by the shed, and Albert would 
never let me use that area. He said it was his — his 
shed, his area. “When I depart from this world, 
you can do what you want with it,” he had said. 

So, within days after Albert’s death, I decided 
to utilize the space. First, though, I had to dig 
up the spindly lily stalk, which had become 

hidden by weeds. The bulb, a mass of brown 
intertwining roots, looked as dried up as my 
dear, sweet Albert had: grizzled and drawn, 
wrinkled and forlorn. But there was no way I’d 
part with the only plant he planted, just as I 
wasn’t going to part with him.

I asked next-door Ned to bring over his 
rototiller, and he tilled a small section by the 
shed. After he finished, it was still full of rocks, 
and I wasn’t about to get on my hands and knees 
to clear them out. The soil there isn’t as fertile as 
by the hostas, but good fertilizer nourishes harsh 
soil, so I simply had to wait until I had the perfect 
fertilizer. Once I did, and after I had applied 
the fertilizer, I replanted the dried-up bulb still 
attached to the dead-looking stalk. Within a few 
short days, the stem turned a vibrant green and 
bloomed its magnificent flower.

In the end, Albert would have been proud of 
me for utilizing the patch by the shed, not to 
mention keeping his lily alive and flourishing. 
On his deathbed, he admitted his mistake in 
planting it there, saying there wasn’t enough 
phosphate in the soil, but I made a promise to 
nurse his plant back to health. Perhaps he had 
given me a subtle hint.

I don’t have to worry about fertilizing that 
garden again, nor do I have to weed or clear 
brambles. Except for that one lily with its large 
bloom, as white and virginal as my blouse used 
to be, nothing else grows there. 

I often go to the lily patch where I’m close to 
Albert. I go there today because I need a break 
from weeding. My fingers dig into the rich soil. 
After a rain, I poke my toes into the dark brown 
mixture, and I swear I feel his fingers massaging 
my feet as he often did after my hard day of 
housecleaning.

That’s how my garden grows. �
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Garden MoMents

A moment is not truly lived
until it is lived twice
when a taste, a scent, a sound
brings back . . .

How only now
seeing the pyramids
of vegetables and fruits
at a roadside market
do I suddenly understand 
that moment when 
I stood with my father 
viewing our crops
in the victory 
garden we planted during WWII.
It all comes back . . .

How we dropped in one inch
holes exactly three inches apart
kernels of corn
and pressed in other seeds
but not too deep to sprout.
How my father strung lanes

for the creeping traffic
of string beans.
How each row we marked
with seed packets
impaled on saved-up ice cream sticks
pictured our hopes.
How I worried that the war gremlins
might come in the night
to switch those signs.
Would the sleeping seeds know
what they were supposed to be
or would they push back up
through the earth
as something else, perhaps deadly
white like the slugs
instead of sweet
tomatoes, corn and cabbage?   
  
But how everything, 
everything came up exactly right
and how we had summer
moments in a jar
all white winter long.

by Sarah Brown Weitzman
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My Garden

The love of my life,
always there, 
always ready to accept me,
love me, respond to me, and
grow with me

I take my sorrows and my pains
into my garden to be
transmuted into gold, to
teach me invaluable life lessons

Lessons of patience, fortitude,
adaptability, for if we ask, and listen,
plants will always tell us when they are not
happy and want to be moved
elsewhere in the garden

At special times I see the devas,
the fairies that frolic in my garden,
tucked cosily beneath a leaf,
inhabitants and guardians of my
sylvan domain, my floral fortress

I serenade my paradise with Mozart,
their preferred composer, so they assure me,
increasing growth and joyful display of
flowers, inviting birds to come and nest here, and
wildish creatures to visit with their blessing

Never failing, never ending comfort and 
solace are mine, as I till the soil, 
talk to my plants, walk thoughtfully at 
dawn and dusk listening to their gentle response,
planning my next obeisant act of love

by Susan P. Blevins
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She timed plantings so that something would be in bloom year-round — daffodils and forsythia in the spring, 
petunias and lantana in the summer, mums and pansies in the fall, Lenten rose and camellias in the winter. 

“There should always be color,” she’d say.

A young CouPLe arrived Mid-Morning 
to look at Sarah’s house, their child, a 
small boy, in tow. Talbert watched from 

the window above his kitchen sink, careful 
to remain hidden, standing to the side, his 
stooped frame concealed behind the curtain. 
The couple reminded Talbert of the young 
people he saw populating beer commercials 
he endured while watching Braves games, 
fresh-faced and beautiful, the thick-haired 
husband in bright green golf trousers and 
penny loafers, the lithe-limbed wife in a pastel 
skirt and sleeveless white blouse, the bronze 
hue of her arms seemingly deepened by the 
sun’s contrasting light. They looked innocuous 
but alien, distant as the moon.

The couple followed their real estate agent 
up Sarah’s flower-lined driveway, the husband 
holding the boy’s hand, the wife pausing to 
examine one of the waist-high zinnias, leaning 
down to smell its scent. Sarah had tended 
the zinnias and petunias right up to the end, 
watering the beds at dawn before the summer 
heat could sap the moisture from the earth.

Sarah had moved — or been taken, 
really — two months ago to a town on the 
Alabama coast to be near her daughter’s family. 

She was living in a one-bedroom retirement 
village apartment. Disdainful of email’s digital 
distance, she’d written Talbert several letters, 
her crumbling cursive denouncing the heat 
and the mosquitoes: One either leaks away or 
is eaten alive. It’s just as well I have no place 
to garden.

Talbert watched the young couple follow the 
realtor into Sarah’s house, which, like his, was a 
two-story brick colonial with green Italian roof 
tiles and heart-of-pine floors. He’d lived next 
door to Sarah for almost fifty years, moving 
into the now prestigious “Inside the Beltline” 
Raleigh neighborhood long before Research 
Triangle Park commuter traffic spawned I-440’s 
existence, when newly appointed NC State 
textiles researchers could afford to live in such 
places. He and his late wife, who’d died in her 
sleep just three weeks after his retirement party 
at the university — an irony that still haunted 
Talbert each time he saw a European travel 
package advertised in The New Yorker —  had 
reared two boys and a girl, who’d spent as 
much time next door with Sarah’s children as 
in their own home. He could still picture them 
there, lined up in Sarah’s kitchen waiting for her 
to hand them each a napkin-wrapped brownie 

Tending Zinnias
Scott Ragland
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with walnuts, the rich smell of baking chocolate 
still wafting from the oven, or perched in the 
lower limbs of her magnolia tree, raining seed-
pod hand grenades down on unsuspecting 
Nazis who passed below. But their backyard 
touch football games never again strayed near 
Sarah’s garden after she’d admonished them 
for snapping the stalks of her cosmos with an 
errant pass intended for the back of the azalea-
marked endzone. “Kill them and I kill you,” 
she’d told the children, only half-joking.

Talbert imagined the young couple inside 
Sarah’s house going from room to room, 
invading each space like barbarians, oblivious 
to the home’s history, its character, interested 
only in what the house would mean to them, 
the R-value of its insulation, the capacity of its 
closets, the life expectancy of its roof, the ability 
of its wiring to accommodate cable modems 
and home theaters. He’d gone to Sarah’s to 
celebrate the births of her four children, to 

mourn the death of her husband. He’d gone 
to replace a leaking faucet gasket, to get an 
egg and cup of buttermilk to complete a corn 
bread recipe, to enjoy a mug of hot cider in her 
kitchen on cold February nights when they’d 
talk of the spring, his fading but “good-for-
the-fresh-air” golf game and her garden plans. 

“Caladiums in the side yard this year,” she’d 
say, “and perhaps vincas rather than impatiens 
around the water oak. Impatiens are so fussy.” 
Talbert knew Sarah’s soul. To the young couple 
she’d be no more than a disembodied name 
on a housing contract.

One evening just a week before moving to 
Alabama, Sarah showed Talbert the retirement 
village’s marketing brochure that her daughter 
had mailed, photographs of tidy apartments 
and rec-room cribbage games, listings of 

“lifelong-learning classes” taught on-site by Gulf 
Coast Community College faculty members.
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“I suppose it’s inevitable,” Talbert said. They 
were drinking sun-brewed tea in Sarah’s 
screened-in side porch, a slight breeze making 
its way through the wire mesh.
“Yes, I suppose,” Sarah said. “Like the 

decomposition of buried flesh.”
She sipped her tea, her face fading in the 

twilight gloaming.
“You’ll take care of my garden, won’t you?” 

she asked.
“Yes, of course,” Talbert said.
“You won’t let it die, too, will you?”
“No, of course not.”

Talbert struggled now to lift himself from bed in 
time to see the morning hustle-bustle of other 
people’s lives, their commutes to work, their 
carpools to school, their jogs and baby-stroller 
treks through the neighborhood, each motion 
filled with purpose. Watching them made him 
feel like a bit of roadside litter tossed from a 
passing car, a hamburger wrapper emptied of 
its contents and no longer of use to anyone.

But before Sarah had moved away, Talbert 
had enjoyed rising early, welcoming the day 
with the assurance that he had someone to 
share it with, someone who knew the rhythms 
of his moment-to-moment existence, how he 
muted his television set while watching NC 
State basketball games and instead listened 
to Bach’s Brandenburg Concertos on his 
antiquated turntable, how when telemarketers 
called during dinner selling home security 
systems or discount long-distance plans he 
politely fended them off by saying he was an 
old man who’d be lucky to live until bedtime 
and therefore had no need of their products.

Talbert would see Sarah tending her flowers 
each morning on his way to get the newspaper 

from the end of his driveway, the street lamps 
still glowing in the faint light of the early dawn. 
Sarah paused just long enough to say “Good 
Morning,” remaining on her knees among the 
beds, before returning to the task at hand, her 
pewter-gray hair bobbed behind her head so 
the otherwise long, rebellious strands wouldn’t 
interfere with her vision as she worked. Later 
she came over to Talbert’s for a cup of coffee. 
He always made three cups — two for himself 
and one for Sarah, who watched her caffeine, 
and diet in general, more closely than he 
did. They sat in his kitchen, the morning sun 
beginning to take hold in the window above 
the sink, and talked of soaring prescription 
costs and sinking morality and dying friends. 
Together they worked the crossword puzzle 
in the News & Observer, relying on him for 
baseball clues and her for everything else. 
They were two old people in need of comforts, 
and their comforts included each other.

After finishing her coffee, Sarah would return 
outside to her flowers. Talbert would watch her 
through the window, her canvas-gloved hands 
plunging a spade into the earth, plucking an 
invading clover from the beds, treating the 
foliage for black spot. Sarah had lived for her 
flowers. “They’re all that I was once,” she liked 
to say. She timed plantings so that something 
would be in bloom year-round — daffodils and 
forsythia in the spring, petunias and lantana 
in the summer, mums and pansies in the fall, 
Lenten rose and camellias in the winter. “There 
should always be color,” she’d say.

Now that Sarah was gone Talbert did his 
best to care for her garden, following the 
detailed instructions she’d penned in a spiral-
bound notebook, dutifully dead-heading any 
wilting blooms so new growth could flourish, 
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watering each day even when the forecast 
predicted rain. But being alien to gardening 
nuances, he worried the worst should 
circumstances of weather or blight force 
him to stray from her guidance. And what 
about when he was gone? Rotting away in 
the ground or warehoused in his own far-off 
retirement village cell? His children all lived 
in distant places — California and Illinois and 
Ontario — their roots sunk deeply enough 
into the soil to claim it as their own. It would 
make far more sense for him to go to one of 
them than for one of them to come to him. 
And what about before then, even, when he 
was simply too old for the task of caring for 
Sarah’s garden? Already he found the work 
more and more difficult, the bending down, 
the digging, the gripping of trowels and 
clippers in his time-clawed, knuckle-gnarled 
fingers, the loading and unloading of forty-
pound bags of pine bark mulch and top soil, 
his ancient, weary body aching at day’s end 
and no longer finding relief in a hot bath 
because he dropped off now at any moment 
as if anesthetized by ether and feared falling 
asleep and drowning with no one there to 
discover his water-bloated body.

But he couldn’t abandon his pledge to Sarah. 
He was all her spirit had left.

The mail arrived and Talbert went to retrieve 
it from the box at the end of his driveway. 
Among the utility bills and supplemental 
health insurance offers was a letter from 
Sarah. She’d marked no return address but 
he recognized the scrawled handwriting 
that sloped down across the envelope as if 
the strength of her fingers waned with each 
stroke of the pen. He began to tear open the 

letter as he walked back up the driveway but 
stopped when he saw the boy emerge from 
Sarah’s house, scamper down the steps, and 
run into the front yard. His parents and the 
real estate agent came out and lingered for 
a moment on the stoop, and Talbert could 
hear the wife saying how the house was “just 
lovely,” how the rooms were “just perfect 
for us.” The husband nodded in agreement, 
slipping his arm around his wife’s waist before 
descending the steps.
“Hello,” the wife said to Talbert as they came 

abreast on the two bordering driveways, the 
zinnia bed between them.
“Hello,” Talbert said.
“This is a lovely neighborhood.”
Her voice was pleasant but fast-clipped, as 

if she had much left to say in her life and was 
hurrying to get to it.
“We like to think so.”
“Did you know the owner?” the wife asked, 

nodding toward Sarah’s house.
“Yes, very well.”
She grasped a zinnia by its stem and pulled it 

toward her, the crimson blossom bursting from 
her fist as though she’d given it life. “She must 
have loved flowers.”
“Yes, she did, very much.”
“Who’s taking care of them?”
“I’m trying to.”
“Well, you’re certainly doing a fine job,” the 

wife said. “You might want to let up on the 
water, though — see how the leaves look like 
rust? It’s a fungus. It’ll kill them.”

Talbert leaned down to look. “Yes, I see. 
Thank you. I’ll remember that.”

The wife smiled. “You’re just being overly 
conscientious.”
“You must be a gardener.”

62  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Scott Ragland



She smiled again. “I try, too.”
“Don’t let her kid you,” the husband said. 

“Her thumb’s green as grass.”
“My grandmother gardened,” the wife said. 

“She taught me a few things.”
“I suppose you could say it’s in her roots,” the 

husband said.
They all smiled.
The wife freed the zinnia and held out her 

hand. “I’m Becky Hudson.”
“Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Hudson,” Talbert 

said, shaking her hand. 
Her grip clasped firm 
and sure, and in it his 
strength seemed all 
the more diminished. 

“I’m Talbert Blount.”
The husband 

i n t r o d u c e d 
himself — George —
and they shook hands.
“Do you like the 

house?” Talbert asked.
“Oh, yes,” the wife 

said. “Very much. It’s 
lovely.”

Talbert asked what 
had brought them to Raleigh, and the wife said 
they both wrote code for a Cary company that 
made 3-D rendering software. She said the 
company had “sent us South” after relocating 
its operations from Hartford.

Talbert had never heard of the company but 
nodded his head and said something about 
the lure of lower tax rates.
“It’s just as well,” the wife said. “The climate 

here is so much nicer. You must be able to 
garden year-round.”
“Yes, I believe you can,” Talbert said.

“We hope to be here a long time,” the wife 
said.
“It’s good to settle down.”
“Perhaps we’ll see you again.”
“Perhaps.”
The boy was swinging from one of the 

magnolia’s lower limbs. His father called him 
over, and they all got into the real estate 
agent’s car at the curb and rode away down 
the street. Talbert could see the three of them 
sitting in the back seat, the wife staring back at 

Sarah’s house through 
the rear window. He 
watched until they’d 
disappeared around 
a curve before he 
climbed the stoop 
steps to his house, one 
hand clutching the mail, 
the other grasping 
the railing to steady 
himself.

Talbert sat at his 
kitchen table, drinking 
his second cup of 
coffee, and reading 

Sarah’s letter. “Although the Alabama weather 
is as horrible as ever,” she wrote, “I must admit 
that all this humidity does wonders for the 
vegetation. I suppose there can be nothing 
green without pain. By the way, how is my 
garden doing?”
“Fine,” Talbert said out loud. “I believe it’s 

going to do fine.”
He didn’t water Sarah’s garden that day, or 

weed or prune, instead staying inside to watch 
a Braves doubleheader and nap on the couch in 
the den, his bones grateful for the rest. �
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More Images of the Gardens
  click ⬊
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The Brooklyn Botanic Gardens

by the Japanese pavilion,
          turning, the lily pond 
                  snatching at slant rays

the path receding behind
          crookedly; a shaggy arm
                  rises from the water,

Japanese elm, a broken branch.
          water smooth and dark
                  laps the swollen bark

berries clutter the return,
          the branch at last sight
                  half in, half out

underfoot, fallen berries
          busily pop, dark 
                  juice flooding dark earth

and cluttering the path,
          last year’s leaves unearthed
                  by a wet-kiss breeze

parade along the via media
          not yet swept by the man
       with the long-handled broom

light squints through branches
           where tight-packed buds 
                  pebble the craquelure 
                                             
on the bench, a girl cradles
          a silvery cell phone
                  in both hands and a

chestnut leaf hesitates overhead
          for a long moment before
                  deciding to fall

by Stuart Jay Silverman
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“When the dirt was under my nails, when I would smell those blooms, I would exist just for that moment,” he 
confesses, “to listen . . . I would get a feeling . . . of standing just the other side of paradise.”

Other Side of Paradise
Atreyee Gupta
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“I used to have these in My 
garden,” he says, studying the 
courtyard magnolias. “Mine were 

twice the size.”
“I know,” I answer, though he exaggerates. 

The rolling mists unveil bits of distant hills 
in faded ink. He shuffles away, mumbling, 
hands behind his back. I sigh, staring into the 
jade pond, deep and still.
“Perhaps this wasn’t the best idea,” I tell 

myself. He’s upset that we sold the house 
since he can no longer manage it. The rest of 
us don’t want the bother of looking after an 
antique residence, a yard, an old man. He’s 
more hurt that the real estate developer will 
cement over his flower beds. As recompense, 
we gifted him a garden tour of Suzhou, his 
bucket list destination. I drew the short stick 
as escort.

I catch up with him along the pebbled 
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path, slide my arm into the crook of his. 
“You’ve got nice grounds at the senior 
facility,” I say.
“Manicured,” he answers. “They don’t let 

you touch the plants.”
“Less work for you,” I argue.
“They don’t know the first thing about it. 

Think lots of burnt lawn and a few shrubs 
makes a garden. I told them they should 
replace the grass with drought-resistant 
cover, but no one listens to me.”

I soothe him. “Everybody’s got their 
version of beauty.”
“It’s not for dilettantes. You need an 

intimacy with terroir to build a garden . . . 
and labor . . . and patience.”

We sit on a bench inside the pavilion. 
Fog tufts waft past us, in their wake 
exposing delicate watercolor scenes: 
rustling bamboo, rockeries, a crescent 
bridge. “Bask in the beauty,” I tell him. 

“You don’t have to worry about anything 
here, you can appreciate other people’s 
efforts.”
“Pfft. They should worry about not having a 

better irrigation system,” he counters, “and 
the myrtle leaves are bitten. Wonder what 
pest that is.”

A handyman in a conical hat sweeps 
the bonsai pots. His rhythmic swoops 
provide a gentle cadence in the hushed 
surroundings.
“I could’ve done something similar,” he 

says, pointing to the ornamental dwarfs. 
“but it’s artifice.” He waves his fingers in the 
air. “Too much hubris here, rich thinking 
they were Masters of the Garden, wanting 
to alter the landscape. A garden should 
embody wilderness, be a riot of color, a 

profusion of growth. Mine was an homage 
to nature.”

I hide a smile. For all the hours he spent in 
his grounds, it remained a chaotic patch.

His thumb rubs against his forefinger in 
rapid circles. “I’m cold,” he complains, then, 

“I’m tired.”
“This was a mistake,” I repeat to myself. I 

recognize touring someone else’s gardens is 
frustrating him.
“We can head to the hotel,” I say.
“No. You paid good money for the ticket. 

We’ll see the rest of the property.” He 
rises. We meander our way through the 
maze of semi-enclosed spaces, each wall 
and portal peeling back like onion skin to 
reveal a miniature universe. I mention how 
the lacquered gates shimmer and note the 
aesthetic dip of a curved tile roof. In response 
he criticizes the soil moisture and excessive 
use of eroded stone.

We pass by a pine grove whose mottled silver 
trunks contort into eerie forms. He pauses.

The breeze croons above the branches. I 
prick my ears, convinced I can almost make 
out the lyrics. “Long I have lived hampered 
by the bars of a cage: Now I empty myself to 
Nature and Freedom,” he whispers.
“What’s that?” I ask, surprised by his 

recitation. 
He shakes his head. “Nonsense.”

“Did you come up with that just now?”
He chuckles. “Sometimes verses would 

appear to me in my garden. I would think ‘I 
must write this down,’ but the nasturtiums 
would distract me. They were always such 
devils to take care of.”

I stay silent. I never knew he had poetry 
in him. We arrive back at the pond as if it’s 
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a refrain — all routes seem to culminate 
here, the center, the beginning and end of 
realization.
“This is a fine place,” he murmurs, “I can 

hear the music of the trees again. Thank you 
for bringing me.”

I feel equal parts pleased and guilty. “I 
heard it too,” I tell him. “I heard the music 
too!”

He nods. “All true gardens have it. When 
the dirt was under my nails, when I would 

smell those blooms, I would exist just for that 
moment,” he confesses, “to listen . . . I would 
get a feeling . . . of standing just the other 
side of paradise. I’ve not felt it since . . . now 
in the woods . . . ”

My throat tightens with sorrow. “I’m sorry,” 
I blurt out. “I’m sorry you lost your poetry. I 
wish I’d known . . . I’m sorry we did nothing 
to save your garden.”

He draws my hand into his arm, pats it 
brusquely. “Funny . . . of all the people and 
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things I’ve lost, not having my little plot has 
been the hardest,” he says.

I grasp at alternatives. “Maybe there’s a 
community garden you could join?” 

He shrugs. “Yes, maybe.”
“Or you could apply for a planning job . . . 

keep your hand in . . . become their Master 
of the Gardens.”

He chuckles, pats my hand again. “First 
lesson: the garden is always the master. It 
has its way. I’m merely a steward.”

I laugh. “You should tell ‘em that! Show 
‘em how to put the music back.” 

He looks at me. “You wouldn’t make a bad 
gardener.”

I grin. “You think?”
“What you need is stamina. I could teach 

you. We’d start with some botany.” 
We depart arm in arm. I match my step to 

his. The slightest of ripples breaks across the 
jade pond’s mirrored surface. �
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Barbara Martin · Across from the Old Dairy
acrylic · www.barbaramartinart.com
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Marla Faith · In the Garden
oil · www.marlafaith.com
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Allison Doherty · Red Fern with Black and Grey & Chine Collé
mixed media · www.allisondoherty.com
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MJ Edwards · Spring Tulips
photograph · www.mjedwards.ca
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Carel Schmidlkofer · In the Garden
photograph · www.saatchiart.com/carel
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Christopher Woods · December Fog
photograph · www.christopherwoods.zenfolio.com
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David Henderson · Old Friends
oil · www.dfhendersonfineart.com
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Katherine Sullivan · Summer Zinnias 1
www.KaySullivanStudio.com

Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33 |  79 

February 1 to April 30, 2019
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

http://www.KaySullivanStudio.com
http://stillpointartgallery.com


The Preferred Garden

Give me the herbivores in life.
The gentle browsers, the gentle tempered.
Each nibbling at his own grass. 
How unlike the carnivores
running after prey, seeking fangs,
bringing threat and fear into
the world. The placid cud chewer
eschews becoming Machiavelli. The meat-eater
covets it. The herbivore writes memoirs,
the carnivore, “How I Became a Success.”
The greening of the world 
awaits.

garden

the flower
of perhaps
is growing
in the garden
of certainty

of all
the flowers
in the garden
it blooms
the brightest

by Larry Lefkowitz
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Perfection rowed in a Boat

A mathematician laid out the garden so light shone into every corner.

A poet chose a cast of Shakespearean blooms: coreopsis, foxglove, 
gillyflowers and the fragrant mint.

An equestrian offered the droppings of his mare named Beauty,
her compost holding the scent of contentment.

A honey bee pollinated the honeysuckle—
its sticky drone sending out waves of passion.

The hummingbird flew into prisms of color
powdering its wings with rainbows.

A slug left patterns in the leaves, unlocking the darkness 
of membrane, fiber, leaf sperm—filling its gellatinous body.

Brown spiders wove hexagons of silk with running lines 
that joined thorns to the ancient limbs of trees. 

A windchime harnessed the breeze and translated its song 
into rhythms of rhysomes, whisper of savory, rasp of snap peas.

The storm came at a slant, welcoming the luxury of obstacles, 
unhinging boundaries laid out or implied, furrowing the earth
 
into torrents of imperfection.

by Margaret Chula
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aPPles from the Garden           

 What does it mean to have a crazy old heart
thumping inside and a mind that’s a bit singed
around its edges or what some say is a daft sense of
what is real?  It comes about
when one loves and loses
or loves and prays for change
but change does not come . . . It comes about
as one loves and learns a few things but only
a few so that the soul continues its search
for light and truth, come what may.  

 When we are young,
everyone tells us to take a bite out of life . . .
we need to know . . . we really need to know,
so we struggle and  risk, adopting all
the ideas that we think help us grow
but instead, we become like Eve,
in her little garden.

 When no longer children, is it then
okay to not know?  When life changes
course, can we be content
to become lost along the way?
turn our  backs on all the things we
thought were “green or golden”
. . . learn to till our own special gardens?

 Until  maybe this time we adapt
to a crazy old heart
thumping inside  and a mind that’s a bit singed
around its edges, with what, some say,
is a daft sense of what is real
because . . .
now we can strip down
lay bare the worms
taste the delicious fruit
every apple holds within its flesh.

by Theresa Hickey
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EdEn

We have lived without it
for so long, it must be clear

by now that we do not need it.
Maybe we need the memory

of it, or the mistake of it, the myth 
of it, or maybe it is just the word 

we need, that beginning in which 
we also find the end: Eden, Eden, Eden.

by J. R. Solonche
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ThE SoulS of ThE TrEES

In the mystic midnight garden square, 
Through the soft and misty air,
A rhythmic sense of peace and comfort is found, 
As the soft leaves hit the dew-ridden ground.

The moonlight shines through the canopy of leaves, 
The path is made by the soft and cool breeze,
And with the lullaby sung by the forest slow, 
In your heart the warmth doth grow.

Drift away with the sound of the calm, 
As the wind winds through the trees,
As the softness of sleep soaks into your soul, 
You are able to see,
What many call,
The souls of the Trees.

by Camille Kraus
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We’r e  A l l  I n  T h i s  Toget her

B a r ba r a  Haa s
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I imagined my fellow gardeners and I sitting there one of these days, exchanging tips and techniques on how to grow 
heirloom tomatoes and native maize and feeling the camaraderie that results from shared goals, interests and attitudes. 

The ruLe was siMPLe: whenever i 
went to my garden plot I did so 
by bike, trowel in my back pocket, 

twin panniers ready to tote the cucumbers, 
radishes, peas, and squash I hoped to harvest. 
The city maintained a space just north of 
Squaw Creek: ten by forty foot parcels, 
thirty-five of them in all. Although the soil 
was poor — a mix of construction fill, clay, 
gravel, and hardpan till—the area received 
abundant sunshine under an open sky. We 
had a pump, a compost pile, plenty of mulch, 
a wheelbarrow for everyone to use, and a 
shared pitch fork — not to mention various 
wren houses for the songbird residents and 
hummingbird feeders here and there. A 
picnic table stood under a broad redwood 
shade arbor, and I imagined my fellow 
gardeners and I sitting there one of these 
days, exchanging tips and techniques on how 
to grow heirloom tomatoes and native maize, 
and feeling the camaraderie that results from 
shared goals, interests, and attitudes. 

Community, you know? 
The city tilled the whole area early in April, 

assigned the plots, got a written agreement 
from all of us not to spray anything in or around 
the beds, and one chilly afternoon I put in one 
hundred feet of English peas.

Wind blew from the north, and though 

the strengthening sun felt warm through my 
fleece, the icy breath of Arctic air nullified 
it. The tiller’s blades had chunked up cinder-
block sized clods that were easy to pulverize 
with my trowel. Hot work, nonetheless, all 
accomplished in a crouching position. After a 
while I peeled off the fleece and draped it over 
my bike. I spent the next thirty minutes duck-
walking along the rows, planting peas.

A dense fringe of cottonwoods, willows, and 
silver maples kept nearby Squaw Creek hidden, 
but its presence was apparent nonetheless. 
Often I crumbled a handful of soil and caught 
a whiff of river water — dank, pungent, dark.

When I stood up to stretch, a man on a 
bicycle zipped past me, called out a pleasant 
greeting — “Nice morning!” — and then 
disappeared into the woods riding toward the 
creek. I stared after him. A gap in the trees I’d 
not noticed before gave way to a narrow trail, 
scarcely more than a deer path. Even in April 
the thatch of foliage was dense enough, though, 
that the bright new leaves quickly swallowed 
the man up. After I finished a row of arugula 
and radishes, I went over to the redwood shade 
arbor, sat backwards at the picnic table, leaning 
on my elbows, and studied the plots — scruffy 
and depleted-looking still, the soil windswept 
and wintry gray in color, as inauspicious as any 
bare tract of dirt on a raw April day. But I loved 
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already the ways it would connect me with like-
minded gardeners in mutual respect for green 
growing things, earthworms, and summer’s 
slow pace. 

The man on the bicycle rode back out of 
the woods, this time with another fellow on a 
bike right behind him. They paid me no mind, 
followed the pebbly lane out of the community 
garden, and vanished into the city.

Over the next month I biked to my plot 
three times a week to do some weeding 
and mulching and, once the fear of frost had 
passed, more planting. Often I’d see a Baby 
Boomer-type guy tending a double plot on the 
side nearest the picnic table. He always wore 
faded Birkenstocks, bib overalls, and a pith 
helmet plastered with peace signs. His name 
was Michael, and he told me he was helping 
his mom with her garden.
“Been working the same couple plots for 

nine years.” He was holding an ax with a rusty 
iron head, and its hickory handle looked to be 
water-damaged, like the thing had been stored 
wet. But in the sphere of community gardening 
an ax was absurd; our space had no stumps to 
remove, no tree roots to contend with, nothing 
to hack, chop, or split. 

But that was Michael all up and down — the 
court jester of black earth. Over the course of 
the summer I would learn that he believed the 
government had orchestrated the shooting at 
Sandy Hook elementary school, just as it had 
the attacks on September 11, and that any day 
now he was going to win the lottery, after which 
he would declare himself a non-profit “so the 
assholes can’t tax me!” No matter Michael’s 
mood — angry, upbeat, or spirited — his eyes 
betrayed a nervy wildness.

Each time I stopped by to garden, a man 

would bike into the woods at some point and 
another man would bike out, a predictable 
to and fro, screened somewhat by scrubby 
creekside overgrowth. Several times a thirty-
something blonde woman pulled up in a late-
model Pontiac, parked on the grass near where 
the men came out of the woods, and she 
walked in. Usually she came back out a little 
later with a couple of the men, and they’d sit at 
the picnic table under the shade arbor, smoking, 
drinking beer, talking. When the days began 
to warm, I noticed a couple of children’s bikes 
leaning against the picnic table and also some 
plastic toys parked there — sun-faded L’il Tykes 
scooters and pedal cars like my son had ridden 
when he was four. When a primer-colored van 
pulled up near the trail and a youngish dad 
got out with three kids under the age of five, I 
thought maybe they were going fishing.
“Grandpa! Grandpa!” the little girl called out. 

She went skipping into the woods.
The dad looked distracted trying to keep his 

children together. “Get over here,” he barked 
to the older boy, a ginger-haired five-year-old 
who clearly wanted to chase butterflies across 
a grassy stretch under one of the wren houses, 
not follow the trail toward the creek. Once they 
disappeared into the woods, happy chatter got 
punctuated now and then with their dad’s voice 
erupting through the trees. I never saw Grandpa.

One sunny afternoon in May the blonde 
woman was seated at the picnic table with 
the youngish dad and a couple of the biking 
men. Kids played nearby. Leaning against 
the picnic table, its rear rack outfitted with 
a plastic crate for toting recyclables, was a 
10-speed. I put down my trowel and walked 
not toward the picnic table, the picnic table 
where I still imagined myself communing with 
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other gardeners about beets, peas, beans, and 
mustard greens, but away from it, into the 
woods.

Dappled sunshine gave the dirt trail an 
underwater look, splashing it here and there 
with wavering light and shadows. Narrow tire 
tracks and the cloven hoof strikes of deer had 
rutted the dusky soil, all the steady back-and-
forth traffic keeping the trail hard-packed 
and weed-free. After only a few paces I saw 
the tents — semi-permanent structures of 
blue tarps and plastic sheeting, each of them 
suspended from cables strung between trees. 
The sloped bank of Squaw Creek lay just 
beyond, and I could smell the water — heavy, 
fetid. 

A tent city neighborhood tucked just beyond 
the garden plots. 

I turned to retrace my steps and nearly 
bumped into the guy with the 10-speed bike. 
We said hello. He had a frank glance, grizzled 
whiskers on sun-weathered cheeks, and ruddy, 
wind-burnt ears. A couple empty bottles clinked 
together in the crate bungied to his bike’s rear 
rack. Back on my own turf, standing in my ten by 
forty plot, I twined pea tendrils around chicken 
wire and thought about it all. They were the 
regulars at the community garden, and they had 
nothing to do with planting, staking, or weeding. 
They had seen me enter the trail, had seen me 
wander into their neighborhood. Mr. 10-Speed 
had biked over to see what was up.

The essence of community is that we’re all in 
this together. Whatever this is. Even when we 
know what this is, it’s often subject to change. 
The Tent City guys and I all got around on 
bicycles. So we were kind of in community, 
right? Except I biked because I had made an 
arbitrary rule: whenever I came to the garden 

I would not drive my car. They biked out of 
necessity. (Or were their own late-model 
sedans parked elsewhere?) I was like them 
to a point, but not really. Their community 
intersected only glancingly, spatially, with the 
garden. Their affairs had nothing to do with it. 
This crazy quilt of chard, carrots, and spinach 
might have been a place paved with asphalt 
or a weed patch for all that it involved the Tent 
City guys. They sped past the green growing 
things, getting on with their day. 

Peas blossomed white in late May — all one 
hundred feet of them — and attracted scads of 
honey bees. When I dug around in the compost 
pile, loading up the wheelbarrow, a Western 
ribbon snake sunned itself on a dry mound of 
leaves, eyeing me. Watchful wrens serenaded 
me from cedar birdhouses. Now and then a doe 
and her two fawns grazed at the edge of the 
woods. Hummingbirds fluttered at the nectar 
feeders. I felt like I was gardening in a Disney 
movie.

Storms pounded our town that night, tore 
open the darkness with spikes of lightning, 
pelted my patio with rain forceful enough to 
dance, like popcorn in a hot pan. We got three 
inches before dawn. I stood at the patio door 
in the strobe of lightning, thinking about the 
Tent City men under their tarps. On average, a 
raindrop strikes the ground at twenty miles per 
hour. This was no Disney movie.

I was staking and tying my tomato plants 
one morning and thinking about going over to 
introduce myself to a fellow gardener. She was 
working her own plot across the way. Michael 
sidled up to me, tipped his pith helmet back 
with the handle of his ax, and began railing 
against “THE CITY” — those do-nothing 

“assholes who speed through town in carbon-
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emitting gas guzzlers” and over-regulate us. 
His eyes had a fierce, jangly cast, full of heat. 
Whenever he spoke of “THE CITY” he did so in 
Caps Lock. A hologram foil peace sticker was 
curling from the underbrim of his pith helmet, 
and it flashed as he railed. 

I glanced wistfully at the other gardener. 
Stringy hair, shabby clothes, beat up Cubs 
cap shading her face — she looked homeless, 
though I knew her to be an elected member 
of the town’s school board, already mid-way 
through her second term on the board, an 
advocate for merit pay for teachers, slow growth 
in the district, and careful use of taxpayer dollars. 

I wasn’t exactly camera-ready for the cover 
of House & Garden, either. This ragged pair 
of button-fly Levi’s had become part of my 
uniform, jeans I had not washed since planting 
peas in April. The community garden was 
giving everyone a homeless look.

The guy on the 10-speed had ridden out of the 
woods and parked off to the side, just beyond 
Michael’s shoulder, and he began sorting 
through a wad of plastic bags. “Canning’s not 
what it used to be,” he muttered.

Michael turned to him. “Nothing’s what 
it used to be.” He launched another tirade 
against THE CITY.

Because I was fiddling with the tomatoes 
and trying not to knock any of the still-green 
fruit off by accident, I flashed generically on 

“canning”—as in pressure cooker, boiled water 
bath, scalding the Ball jars, 90-degree heat, 
sweltering late August humidity. “Everybody 
used to can,” I said. “Now nobody knows how.”

Mr. 10-Speed continued organizing his 
plastic bags. That’s when it hit me — canning, 
recycling aluminum, 5-cent deposit. Oh. 

He climbed onto his bike and disappeared 

into town, an unending harvest of pop cans 
awaiting him. This, I thought — as in We’re all 
in this together. This had defined itself. I knew 
what this was, even if in truth we weren’t really 
in it together, not constantly, not all the time. 

Michael watched him ride away, his chin 
tilted up in admiration. “Can you imagine 
being so free?”

I crouched down again before my tomatoes.
“No responsibilities,” Michael said. “No 

longer a number. Nameless, faceless, not in 
the system. Off the grid. No longer part of the 
problem.” His eyes grew shiny, like happens for 
some people when they hear patriotic songs.

Freedom knows no price . . . I didn’t say it, 
just thought it: The Tent City guys were earning 
it nickel by nickel.

When I went on vacation in June, I tacked a 
sign to the post in front of my plot: Gone for 
a week! Help yourself to the peas! The day I 
got back I found pods bursting on the vines, 
the heaviness pulling the chicken wire down, 
sugars already turning starchy. Seven pounds! 
Deer had casually grazed through my rows, a 
few nibbles here, topping a plant there, but 
nobody had picked a thing. 

Michael walked over while I was in a frenzy 
of crouching, stooping, and picking and told 
me that he had just mowed his mom’s lawn on 
9th Street. He described painting the number 
25 on a metal trash can lid and then hanging 
it medallion-like around his neck “because the 
assholes are always speeding.” He clenched 
the handle of his ax. “Everyone should know 
the speed limit on 9th Street,“ he said. “They 
just should.”

I was reaching deep into a thicket of peas to 
pick that just-right pod hanging almost out of 
reach. 
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Michael said he kept getting emails from 
“THE CITY” reminding him not to spray any 
substance in or around the garden. Apparently 
an anonymous community member had said 
he was spraying something.
“Pine Sol,” he said. “Simply Pine Sol. To repel 

deer.” From under the brim of his pith helmet, 
his angry gaze bore into me, gauging whether 
I believed him or not. He told me he had been 
acquiring cast off old computers and DVD 
players so he could melt them down “for the 
carbon.” He had started mixing this rendered 
carbon into our community compost heap. “We 
eat the vegetables grown from the carbon-
laced compost. Who knows what diseases this 
stuff will cure some day?” Recounting the long-
term health benefits of his handiwork appeared 
to cheer him. “Sometimes you have to do what’s 
helpful for people,” he said, grinning, “even if 
they don’t know you’re doing it.”

I glanced at his ax, taking this in.
There’s a side to community gardens that 

doesn’t show.
Where I had at one time envisioned myself 

getting ideas from other gardeners on new 
ways to train beans over a trellis or deal with 
slumping tomatoes, I now spent a lot of time 
listening to Michael sputter and spit about 

“THE CITY” and prattle on about bolstering our 
produce with “carbon,” whether we wanted 

“carbon” or not.
Soon after that The New York Times did a 

splashy photo spread on Wall Street investment 
bankers who, hit hard by the recession, had 
begun renting space in a midtown Manhattan 
garden as a means of cutting back on 
expenses, growing their own food. I studied 
the picture of a thirty-something woman hilling 
potatoes. She looked healthy, pleased with her 

resourcefulness, bringing the kind of can-do 
attitude to zucchini and onions and turnips 
that she probably brought to her desk job in 
high finance. A ring of curls encircled her head, 
like the laurel wreath a harvest goddess might 
wear. She had a happy Demeter look.

I showed the article to my seventeen-year-old 
son. All summer long he had heard me relate 
funny stories about the doings at my garden. 
He tapped the photo and smiled over at me. “I 
wonder if she’s having weird encounters with 
conspiracy theorists while she weeds.”

When you garden in community, you have to 
trust the person beside you, hoe in hand — or 
in Michael’s case, an ax. In a disquieting 
way, Robert Frost’s poem “Mending Wall” 
came to mind, not for what everyone always 
remembered, erroneously, about it — the 
warm neighborly feeling of two land owners 
working side by side to rebuild the dividing 
wall between their fields — but for what no one 
seemed to remember accurately — the final 
image of the poem: “I see him there / Bringing 
a stone grasped firmly by the top / In each hand, 
like an old-stone savage armed, / He moves in 
darkness.” 

Heavy metals, melted DVD players, nickel 
cadmium, mercury oxide, naphthalene solvents, 
contaminated water, strontium 9 leaching into 
our soils. Was community making me paranoid?

No, it was making me sneaky.
Knowing that Michael would never be there 

at 6:30 am, I began biking over early on summer 
mornings to pick and weed. Knowing he had 
spiked the compost heap, I didn’t draw from it 
again. In the morning the picnic table under the 
shade arbor always held a collection of empty 
Colt 45 quarts, Red Bull cans, and longneck 
bottles — the flotsam of late night partying. 
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Sometimes a citronella candle or two still 
flickered on a chipped plate, as if on an altar. 
Sunlight sparkled on the brown bottle glass 
when I rode past the picnic table. One morning 
I left a couple bike helmets there, helmets my 
son and I no longer used. For the kids.

After making a few discreet phone calls I 
learned that the Tent City guys were already in 
touch with Beyond Welfare and the Emergency 
Shelter in town. A bike shop on Main Street 
serviced and maintained equipment for the 
guys, on the house, replacing balky derailleurs, 
changing flats. Several local physicians hosted 
a free clinic on Thursday nights and dispensed 
pharmaceuticals without charge. Home Depot 
made tarp donations, Target extra blankets, 
Walmart lawn chairs and coolers. One social 
agency or another served a hot meal in town 
every evening of the week. Even a bound and 
determined church lady might be hard-pressed 
to figure out how to help these guys. They 
received every assistance possible — short of 
the one that would actually relocate them to a 
bricks and mortar house. Not that I knew what 
force on earth could do that for them. Or if they 
even wanted that.

Can you imagine being so free?
By late August summer had turned cooler 

than normal, and my tomatoes, cucumbers, 

and squash quit bearing. Or maybe it was 
Pine Sol?? Carbon?? The weeds even gave 
up. Some, like goldenrod, never bloomed at 
all. The bull thistle, an invasive species from 
Minnesota, stood inert, its buds shriveled.

The city told us they would plow all the plots 
under come mid-October. 
“THE CITY . . . ” I could hear Michael’s voice.
I broke my simple rule — always bike to the 

garden — and drove my Prius one September 
morning at 7 am to drop off a summer’s worth 
of recycling — cans and pop bottles — leaving 
it all in cartons and plastic bags on the picnic 
table — liquid assets, these, easily changed 
into cash. 

In November I saw a couple Tent City guys 
on their bikes, scouring the winding boulevards 
around Fraternity Row, intent on the dull silver 
of aluminum, the glitter of bottle glass. They 
had bungied large produce crates to their rear 
racks, ready for a big haul. Our paths crossed at 
the grocery store that winter, too, I walking out 
with my broccoli, they redeeming their cans. My 
season had ended. Theirs was year ‘round. 

I thought about the land that had brought us 
together, that scrabbly, poor-soil stretch near 
Squaw Creek, now powder-dusted with snow. 
Not the community I expected or even wanted. 
But it’s what I got. �
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Theodosia Tamborlane · Bessie Irene’s Yellow Rose Garden
oil · www.tamborlane.com
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Jane Gottlieb · Rose Arbor
photograph · www.janegottlieb.com
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Anna Martin · Fenestral
photograph · www.vacantia.org
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Gaylord Mink · Evening Garden
photograph
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Paul Polydorou · Japanese Garden 2
photograph · www.paulpolydorou.com
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Danielle Hark · Morning Dew
photograph · www.daniellehark.com
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Roy Money · Kyoto 1
photograph · www.roymoney.com
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Jeffrey Stoner · Spring from Above
photograph · www.JeffreyStonerPhotography.com
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I wanted to find a garden that would take me 
away, really take me away. I wanted to find 
a garden that transcended the simple act of 
putting plants in the ground.

I wanted to find a garden that wouLd 
take me away, really take me away. I 
wanted to find a garden that transcended 

the simple act of putting plants in the ground. 
The world around me had gone mad, my 
country no longer made sense to me, and I 
craved being transported into a domain that 
bordered on magical. I had a vision in my 
head — a juxtaposition of wildness and order, 
a testament to the living and the dead, life 
perpetuating life, interdependence, and the 
beautiful rich earth sustaining all. 

My patience waned. I couldn’t stand to be 
home anymore, hearing the news every day, 
my heart sinking into its own abyss.

I boarded a plane to Paris.
Upon arriving, I took the subway to the Metro 

Hotel de Ville on the outskirts of the Marais, one 
of the oldest neighborhoods in Paris. From there 
I walked to 68, rue Vieille du Temple, the home 
of one my oldest and dearest friends, Odile. I 
walked through the cobblestone streets, made 
worn by tourists, artists, the queer community, 

and Jews mingling with Muslims. The smells of 
strudel, fresh challah, and falafel overwhelmed 
me. I think I cried. I was so happy. I arrived at a 
green door that was big enough for a giant to 
enter, made of wood that was two hundred years 
old with ornate lattice work done by a master 
craftsman. I smelled it before I saw it, as Odile 
answered the ring, her sweet smile welcoming 
me, the three kisses on the cheeks. Without a 
word, she knew why I had come. She took my 
hand and led me to the side of her house, her 
fairy tale cottage. There it was, waiting for me: 
Odile’s garden.

The smell of blooming wisteria almost made 
me drop to my knees. Indeed, a large wooden 
trellis that extended along the entire walkway 
had purple wisteria interwoven with tiny pink 
tea roses, all in bloom. Lilac bushes surrounded 
the entire house, their buds bursting open. 
Patches of lily of the valley sprouted everywhere 
from the velvety grass. Hyacinths and daffodils 
of all shades of yellow, white, and orange 
bloomed everywhere, as hundreds of irises 

The Garden by Heidi Harrison
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and tulips spread out their petals, gulping at 
the sun. A one-hundred-year-old oak tree 
blessed the garden with its regal nature, 
providing shade for a luscious assortment of 
ferns, rhododendrons, azaleas, forget-me-
nots, hostas in variegated hues, and foxgloves 
getting ready for their early summer dance. 
The rest of the garden held onto a magnificent 
sun, allowing for the healthy growth of lavender, 
roses, jasmine, penstemons, salvias, daisies, 
poppies, micromeria, primroses, dianthus, 
petunias, sweet briar rose, and dozens of plant 
species I didn’t recognize. There was even an 
apple tree at the far end of the garden with 
tiny buds, and a sweet young cedar close by; 
I looked up, thinking that one day she would 
tower over this beauteous realm, protecting it.

 As I stood in the middle of her garden, it 
happened. I was transported to a magical 
domain, a botanical forest that never stops 
blooming, that made me feel far away, so 
insanely far away from not just my country’s 
problems, but my own, the world’s, my family’s, 
even my dog’s.

Odile stood next to me, holding my hand. 
She had planted it all from seeds. It was her 
world. She had always told me, ever since I 
was a little girl, that whenever I wanted to, 
her home was mine. I gripped her knuckles 
so hard, I think the whites in them became 
luminescent. My gaze turned to her magic, to 
the garden, to the place beyond the garden 
where life emboldens life and the world is but 
the beautiful mystery that beholds it.

Her garden was far from impeccable; in fact, 
imperfection guarded the entire domain, like a 
sentry, a talisman, allowing my mind to roam, to 
dream, to invent anything I wanted. I closed my 
eyes, breathing in the mélange of tantalizing 

scents around me. My ears picked up a chorus 
of bird song, the breathing of trees, their 
conversations wrapped and held in the wisps of 
the breeze. I felt my heartbeat become slower 
as I received this gift, tears flowing from my 
eyes freely as I sat and became more than just 
the observer, but the participant in a world that 
made sense to me, that held me, that implied 
survival with compassion, the earth and the 
sun like bookends, framing this perfect world.

I looked at Odile, her face like a charm in an 
enchanted world. Somehow, though, she had 
gotten old, and her generous wrinkles took 
the form of enlightened beings on her skin. 
She moved through her garden with a slow 
deliberate motion, no longer with the spry 
agility that once had reigned her body.
“You know, I could use some help,” she said, 

her voice quiet. I wondered if she made that 
statement not for herself, but for me. She was 
that way, always giving, always knowing just 
where and how much to offer.

I looked at her, at the smile that exuded from 
her dimples that had never disappeared in all 
her years.
“Oh, I don’t need much, just a little pruning 

now and then.” She paused. “And you know 
there is that little bedroom that you adored 
as a child. It’s still there.” In her subtle ways, I 
detected a wink.

If ever there was a moment that a hand fits a 
glove, that the parts fit the whole, it was then. 
In that garden, with the aromas of spring and 
the burgeoning of summer flitting through 
the air like magical lace, like fairies that could 
defy anything, that could give and receive, that 
could create life out of a simple seed, it was 
there, as I felt my feet sink into the soft porous 
earth, that I found my eternal home. �
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Arranging Flowers

A little treat for myself, she’d say guiltily.
The flowers came from Walmart,
the ancient rose, daisies, alstroemeria that last and last.
Sometimes there would be two bouquets
in vases I’d bought her.  Where are those shears
I got you?  I’d ask each time I went to visit.
Oh, I think in the drawer in the kitchen
next to the sink — everything in there 
from gum to receipts.  

She had a knack for arranging,
and it didn’t take her long.
I often sent flowers, and think of that
this spring, the second since her death,
wishing she were here to see the cherry blossoms,
the dogwood slow to bloom because the seasons
are confused — heat then cold again.

The yellow of the finches deepen,
the squirrels are crazy,   
jumping, leaping, rolling in the mulch.
Soon the iris will open,
delicate flower — turn your back
and they’re gone.  I live farther south
than my mother, so enjoyed tulips twice
when I travelled there in April for her birthday.

I can’t cut a flower without thinking of her,
and I may go again to place some
on her grave, but I’ll have no desire 
to continue.  Once you sever the stems
you know to make the most of it,
and isn’t that why we love them,
their beauty, the petals that will fall.

by Gail Peck

previously published in Iodine Poetry Journal
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Lessons Learned from Loving vincent

by Charlene Kwiatkowski

Vincent van Gogh, Garden at Arles, 1888
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“It is observing things for a long time that gives you greater maturity and deeper understanding.”

When i first saw the Poster 
for the 2017 film Loving 
Vincent outside my hotel in 

Amsterdam, I read the title like a verb. Then, 
when reading Vincent’s letters to his brother 
Theo, I noticed he signs off almost each one 
with “Ever yours” or, as the movie portrays it, 

“Your loving Vincent.” While the film’s title plays 
off this adjectival signature, I think my initial 
interpretation is closer to what this stunning 
animation achieves.

Certainly, in form, this movie is all about 
loving Vincent. You don’t make a movie with 
65,000 hand-painted oil pictures in the style 
of an artist if you don’t love his work. But the 
content, contrary to what you expect, is not 
about Vincent’s story as much as what the 
viewer does with it.

Because the movie begins a year after 
Vincent’s death, he only appears through 
flashbacks. Instead, the central figure is 
a young man named Armand Roulin who 
reluctantly investigates how Vincent could 
go from stable to suicidal in six weeks. 
Marguerite Gachet, daughter of Vincent’s 
last doctor, asks Roulin, “You want to know 
so much about his death, but what do you 
know of his life?”

I left the theatre feeling like Roulin at the end 
of the film, challenged to figure out my journey 

in light of Vincent’s. Why do I love Vincent so 
much? What could I learn from his life?

While watching the movie didn’t exactly help 
me answer these questions, reading his letters 
and viewing his art in the Van Gogh Museum 
led to more nuanced insights about his life and, 
in turn, the artistic vocation. Here are some of 
them.

m

better to find the thing that Makes you 
CoMe aLive sooner rather than Later.

Vincent worked for an art dealer before teaching 
at a boy’s school. He tried following his father’s 
footsteps as a preacher and even pursued 
theological studies. After about a decade of 
these “mistakes,” as he later called them, he 
decided to be an artist. He quoted his painting 
idol, Eugene Delacroix, to refer to his journey in 
coming to painting: “I discovered painting when 
I had neither teeth nor breath left.”

While there is something beautiful about 
this eventual discovery, it strikes me more 
as tragic that Vincent came to painting 
already exhausted from years of trying to 
live up to other people’s expectations of 
himself — namely his father’s. You can see the 
tension in their relationship in Still Life with 
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Bible, painted after Vincent’s father died. His 
father’s large Bible sits next to one of Vincent’s 
favorite books, La Joie de Vivre (The Joy of 
Life) by Émile Zola, which was a “kind of ‘bible’ 
for modern life,” according to the Van Gogh 
Museum. While the juxtaposition of these 
books illustrates the differing worldviews of 
Vincent and his father, their sizes also seem 

to indicate how Vincent felt in his father’s 
presence. There are a lot of dark shadows 
on the canvas. The candle is out; there is no 
going back in time for another conversation. 
This painting lands as heavy on the chest as 
the mighty tome lying on the table.

m

take your tiMe onCe you find that thing.

Despite Vincent coming to painting 
comparatively late, he didn’t rush the arduous 
process of learning technique to create the 
brilliant works we are so familiar with today. 
Primarily a self-taught artist, he produced 
sketch after sketch, adding color only after he 

perfected his drawings. Rather than spend 
money to hire models so he could master the 
anatomy of the human body, he spent time 
with peasants to learn their movements in 
scattering seed, using a plough, and digging 
a field. In our culture of overnight YouTube 
sensations, to read about a tedious, labor-
intensive crawl towards achievement sounds 
so unappealing it’s refreshing. Vincent 
wrote, “It is observing things for a long time 
that gives you greater maturity and deeper 
understanding.”

m

start sMaLL.

When looking at Vincent’s art, it is evident 
that no thing was too small or lowly for him 
to paint. He wrote, “My ambition reaches no 
further than a few clods of earth, sprouting 
wheat, an olive grove, a cypress.” Ever humble, 
Vincent was an artist of the people, painting 
everyday peasants most artists ignored. 
Impressive figure paintings like The Potato 
Eaters came after hundreds of sketches of 
hands and heads.

Vincent van Gogh, Still Life with Bible, 1885

Vincent van Gogh, The Potato Eaters, 1885
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Pursuing your Passion has a PriCe.

There is so much talk today about doing 
what you love. Vincent’s story reveals a dark 
underside to this common millennial message 
that left me conflicted.

He frequently expressed his dislike at being 
financially dependent on his younger brother 
Theo, an art dealer, while continuing to ask 
for more money like a scratched CD stuck 
on the same refrain. Theo was poor himself 
and later had a wife and child to take care of. 
At one point, Vincent became mistrustful of 
how much his brother is actually trying to sell 
his work. He couldn’t even do his art without 
Theo’s support, so these particular letters 
were difficult to read, especially since Theo 
gave so ungrudgingly and was one of his only 
friends.

It is well known that Vincent sold only one 
artwork during his lifetime. We are meant to 
feel inspired by this; after all, if someone like 
Vincent van Gogh had such a rough time but 
persevered to leave the legacy he did, perhaps 
we can overcome our challenges and find 
success too. But the other side of this anecdote 
seldom talked about is that Vincent didn’t 
have to work under such strain, consumed 
with anxiety about money and dragging Theo 
down this road too. He was so dedicated to 
his vision that he would refuse to do even one 
painting in the style of the day that people 
were buying. Obviously no one likes a sell-out 
and Vincent’s unwavering commitment is the 
reason I am writing about him in 2019, but I 
began to ask while reading: At what point is 
your integrity to your passion worth it when 

it jeopardizes your relationships and health? 
The film highlights this question in a heated 
argument between Vincent and Dr. Gachet, 
as well as with Paul Gauguin. I also wonder 
how much Theo’s sickness and death, just six 
months after Vincent’s, was wound up with his 
brother’s.

m

so you think you know what you want.

When Vincent’s work was finally being 
recognized and he received a favorable 
review from an art critic, he couldn’t stand the 
pressure it put on him and ended up writing 
the critic with a list of other and better painters 
he should have praised instead. This episode 
is so frustrating it is almost laughable. It’s so 
human. We complain about not getting what 
we want and then when we get it, we discover 
we don’t want it after all.

Vincent gets increasingly reflective near 
the end of his life as he’s dealing with mental 
illness. After all the labor put into his paintings, 
he wrote, “The strain of producing pictures will 
have taken my whole life, and it will seem to me 
that I haven’t lived.” Vincent never married and 
had few friends. He battled severe loneliness, 
often commenting that he’d rather be with a 
bad whore than be alone. When describing one 
of his paintings to his brother, he wrote, “They 
are vast stretches of wheat under troubled 
skies, and I didn’t have to put myself out very 
much in order to try and express sadness and 
extreme loneliness.”

That being said, during his “mad” years, he 
produced some of his best work, including 
Starry Night, The Reaper, and Cypresses.
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don’t write off reaLity

A sentence introducing one of Vincent’s last 
letters by Ronald de Leeuw, Director of the Van 
Gogh Museum, has stuck with me. He wrote 
of Vincent, “Sometimes he felt like turning his 
back on reality and creating a ‘melody of tones 
with color’ but he knew he had to stick to the 
real world if only for the sake of his health.”

In the late nineteenth century, the 
Impressionists’ work (which van Gogh mostly 
fit into) wasn’t at all like the realism of Jean-
Francois Millet or Gustave Courbet. But when 
you stand at our current moment and think about 
what abstract art became after van Gogh, you 
realize that Vincent did stick to representation. 
His starry sky might be swimming with swirls, 
but we still recognize it as a sky. In art today, 
it seems the poem or painting that is really 
obscure is praised on principle, as if the further 

it is from reality, the higher the level of being of 
its creator. Reality can get dismissed so easily 
under the labels of “ordinary” or “boring,” but 
de Leeuw’s sentence about Vincent reminds 
me that reality still plays an important role in 
art and in life, even a saving one. Besides, a 
good artist notices the small, ordinary things 
and has a way of making you feel they are 
extraordinary after all.

Neither the film nor Vincent’s letters led me 
down the road I expected. Loving Vincent 
grew more complicated when I paid more 
attention to him as a person than as the artist 
I had put on a romantic pedestal. Sometimes 
this resulted in realizing I may not love Vincent 
as much as I thought, or at least not for the 
reasons I had thought. My relationship to 
him was like watching his animated paintings 
in the movie shimmer and morph into new 
scenes just when I was beginning to feel 
settled. �

Vincent van Gogh, Daubigny’s Garden, 1890 Vincent van Gogh, Garden at Auvers, 1890
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Vincent van Gogh, Flower Garden, 1888
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Life Lessons from Gardens
Linda Buckmaster

I.
To absolutely everything, there is a season—its own brief 

bud, then the flowering before the seed of legacy. 

II. 
Roots go deep, deeper than you think when you first begin to dig.

III. 
Sometimes you have to re-plant. The sooner you realize this, 

the better. No sense agonizing over what has been.

IV. 
Know well your gardening zone, that tiny pocket of earth that is yours within a larger 

regional one. Take a lifetime to learn its fullnesses and limits. Respect differences. 
Don’t try to force a Zone 6 plant into Zone 5, or a shade one into the full sun.

V.
There will always be a time to weep and a time to laugh.

VI. 
Recognize that plants have lives of their own. Just because something is beautiful 
one year doesn’t mean it will be the next. Let go of outcome. Embrace change.

VII. 
Although you may envy your neighbor’s successes, know that they have 

their own disappointments, too. Find out what works for you.

VIII. 
Know the difference between compassion, mercy, and justice 

when dealing with Asiatic lily beetles and slugs.

IX. 
Remember who gave you which cuttings. Remember the gardener 

and the garden. Tell the stories. Share with friends. 

X. 
Divide and multiply. Cut away new shoots and start them in fresh ground. 

Greedy crowding produces little flower and crooked carrots. 

XI. 
Weed. Pay attention daily. Water when dry.
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If Mother Nature were a bachelor

If Mother Nature were a bachelor
(whose language were the universal) and
were smitten by the soul of a maid — or
a man (and either, I would understand) —
he couldn’t do much better than this rose
garden of fourteen lines of bushes, each
appealing to the heart and mind through nose
and eye (as silence gives the stir to speech),
where dirt’s distilled to beauty through the un-
seen process. Ambling up and down, I can-
not help but rub a petal here and there
and think it feels like rain caressed by sun
and wonder on what nature makes the man
who has to plant a plot like this, somewhere.

by James B. Nicola

previously published in Mastodon Dentist
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Rita Noe · Fountain Reflections
photograph · www.ritajnoe.com
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Loretta Oleck · Pond in the Garden
photograph
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Daniel Shields · Remembered Rendezvous
photograph
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Amore NovA

Soil’s richness is procured from death
leaves falling
as temperatures drop, days
shortening, watched
by those gazing out
windows,
blue mixing with red
and orange, blurring into brown;
that’s what you get when you mix
too many colors,
everything turns to brown
and our gardens are richer for it,
our lives dedicated to turning
experiences, emotions, dreams
under the surface;
let the worms work
them through, let bacteria and fungi
do their work,
compost your efforts to the mixture;
my son asks,

“what will happen when the sun explodes?”
looking out over the lawn,
dying, as October waxes into winter,
colors of rotting fruit,
suspended desire,
commitment’s rewards,
hugging his shoulder I tell him,

“the sun will grow so big
it will surround everything
in a brilliant conflagration
then it will collapse into an ember
so dense that nothing
will escape its embrace.

by Bradley Earle Hoge
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PuttiNg the gArdeN to Bed

See, it’s not dark yet, there’s a rim of light
behind the mountain and to the east
a flush of pink beneath clouds. I’m going

to trim your stems, pull out dead vines and roots,
hack down the heavy shocks and sunflower trunks.
You were protected by spread burlap,

plastic sheets. It’s true some of you were softened
in early frost. others pocked by birds. After I rake
you’ll feel better. And there’ll be some upheaval

in turning of turf, picking out stones, forking 
in manure. I’ll bring a last drink of water.
Try to think of the coming white blanket

as protection, the whine and shriek of wind
creak and crash of branches as lullabies,
songs for a new morning, a stronger dawn.

It will be a softer light, the summons 
of bells to a different life you won’t recall
to repeat what happened before.

by Dona Luongo Stein
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ComPostiNg

In the small space
not yet planted 
with overwintered garlic,
or onions and lettuce,
leeks and arugula,
radish and herbs,
turnips and chard,
onions and squash,
we pile the early weeds,
pigweed, dandelion,
lambs-quarter, quack grass —
though all but the last
would make a salad
for a forager if we
were pressed — and vine
trimmings from the grapes,
later the aging rhubarb leaves,
the volunteers of chamomile
and calendula, too-eager
armfuls of fennel and dill —
layered with a little dirt,
the coffee grounds 
and crumbled eggshells
from breakfast 
after garden work —
later, cabbage roots, 
carrot tops — the daily round
that asks from memory
the name and shape 
of every early leaf —
to add to the heat
and ferment of decay,
the mix that builds a living soil
from what we’d throw away.

by Robin Chapman
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Because Buddha said life is suffering, which sucks, but there you have it. 
Never mind Buddha was a guy, so he was all about meditating through 
it. No messy waterworks for him, no unattractive, puffy eyes or red nose. 

Why I Might Not Return to the Writers’ Workshop Next Year

Laura Bernstein-Machlay
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I don’t reaLLy Like nature. My 
response to fellow workshoppers about 

why I’m staying at a Holiday Inn along 

the highway rather than on the well-treed and 

trailed and cottaged conference grounds. 

I don’t say dirt and icky bugs because we’re 

all adults here, because such things must 

surely be holy to this particular crowd. I might 

mention no wifi, but never, oh, god help me, 

cabin-mates! But I think it, hard. I certainly 

don’t tell them I’m hopeless at lolling around 

bonfires. That I’d rather smash my writing hand 

with a paperweight than participate in a sing-

along, how the very thought of those folksongs, 

the plink-plunking acoustic guitar, squeezes 

like a wrench at my chest. 

I don’t like to say these things about myself: 

whiner, killjoy, doesn’t play well with others. But I 

kind of know them to be true, especially among 

this group of gentle, white liberals. So what if I, 

too, am a white liberal, if not so gentle? Never 

mind that at this very moment in the dusty alcoves 

of my brain, I’m snarking about the Smurf-blue 

lake, its sandy beach perfect for sunning (don’t 

forget to pack your stylish straw hat!), for jotting 

poemlets into the conference-provided journals. 

I think, precious, and feel pleased with myself 

because I purchased my own straw hat for a 

buck at a garage sale. Understand, I think all this 

quietly, to myself. Then I feel guilty. 

But by now everyone’s turned away, returned 

to the complimentary coffee and cookies. To 

the getting-reacquainted-with-cabin-mates-

from-previous-years portion of the afternoon, 

so I can’t admit how I’ll probably skip most 

of the craft talks, the nightly faculty readings 

complete with cash bar. Even the village a 

quick drive away with its darling shops and 

teahouses notwithstanding, the lone tattoo 

parlor, which I admit tempts me a little. 

And I can’t even whisper how — even now, 

fully committed to middle-age — I’m kind 

of frightened to walk into the dining hall 

alone. How I’m terrible at chitchat. How such 

gatherings as this drag me back to high school 

with its prep wear and feathered hair and nail-

gnawing isolation, so I want to escape to my 

hotel room with its little bottles of shampoo 

and wrapped soaps, its maid service, and 

uncritical quiet. But this is good for me, say my 

family and friends. Something to do for myself. 

This is stretching. 

Well, my goodness. You mean she doesn’t 

wake up on her own and take herself to 

school? My daughter was so independent 

at that age. Judgy-Lady, fellow workshop 

participant in response to my comment that 

I hadn’t been home to wake Teenager-Celia 

this morning because I was driving to the 

conference. 

Sometimes the workshops work, friendships 
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form, inspiration flows like buttery Chardonnay 

from God in his heaven to brain to fingers to 

journal. Sometimes, not so much. But the point 

is, you never know until you go. And, it’s good 

to escape the habitual daughter-schlepping and 

husband-soothing and dog and cat vomit-patrol. 

The every-single-morning routine — even if I 

kind of like it — where I wake too early, where 

Husband-Steven sometimes brings me coffee, 

and in turn I wake Daughter-Celia with more 

coffee, where we talk for a bit before I schlep her 

to the suburban school, still in my pjs, praying to 

whichever frazzled deity happens to be paying 

attention that no breakdowns or accidents occur 

today, this car ride, that I’ll have it more together 

tomorrow. Amen. 

And sometimes it’s good to leave behind the 

scaffolding and yellow cranes of my back-from-

the-dead Detroit, its reemerging Downtown 

and Midtown. My own University District, 

where every day the moving trucks slog along 

our wide streets, where they sometimes have 

to cool their heels as wild turkeys cross the 

road. Where I gather my courage like shiny 

river pebbles and haul the boulder that is my 

suitcase to my car, wave at Neighbor-Dominico 

as he stands on his porch glaring at his square 

of lawn, and aim my car north to this yearly 

conference where I’ll yawn and yawn the whole 

weekend long. Where for the first days, I’ll fail 

utterly at free-writes, clichés will jumble on 

the paper, snaking into all the margins, and 

random words will tumble this way and that like 

half-assed acrobats. And, more coffee, please, 

‘cause so far it isn’t taking. No, not at all. Amen. 

He’s on my schedule. Because I need time 

for me. Tough-Love-Lady, discussing her 

relationship with her son. 

Some more reasons I keep coming to the 

writers’ workshop: 

BECAUSE it’s relatively near to home, and 

the college where I teach maintains a fund to 

supplement such faculty endeavors. 

BECAUSE I enjoy packing, the toiletries 

organized over here, the jeans folded there, 

the single dress, just in case, wedged into 

the corner next to the blow-dryer, rolled so it 

doesn’t wrinkle. It always wrinkles.

BECAUSE of new words sure to come, 

despite bugs and trees, despite clichés and 

social-angst waltzing behind my eyes. 

BECAUSE of driving five hours alone, which I 

kind of look forward to. Until I reach the center 

of the state and every NPR or rock station 

on the radio morphs into God-music or New 

Country until it all changes to static rising like 

sand to fill the car and I can’t breathe so well, 

so I dig for CDs under the seat, the dead rock 

gods of my youth, and I wail along to Bowie 

and Prince and Freddy Mercury, to the dead 

grunge boys of my Seattle days, Cobain and 

Scott Weiland and Layne Staley and Mark 

Lanegan — never mind he’s not dead yet. 

Never mind I’m a middle-aged woman who 

probably isn’t supposed to do such things. 

BECAUSE of loss, death of all sorts. The world 

disappearing spark by spark. Which hurts like 

a motherfucker. Which collects over years till 

it’s all a great clutter that needs sorting. So I 

switch CDs, to Chris Cornell in Soundgarden, 

then Audioslave, and replay “I Am the Highway” 
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over and over and over, weeping the entire 

time, so I’m driving with one hand on the wheel 

while wiping my face with the other. 

BECAUSE of Cornell’s last concert in Detroit. 

BECAUSE he couldn’t bear it, not one more 

moment, which is all it took. 

BECAUSE of time passing, perhaps, or 

shadows that lengthen on the walls as the 

night goes on. 

BECAUSE I don’t know why, but he was my 

age and so damn gifted he burned from the 

inside out. 

Thank God for this conference! Emotive-Lady, 

to all of us at the lunch table. 

So for the fourth year now I’ve returned to 

this well-beloved conference, one of dozens 

sprung up ‘cross country, all of them catering 

to our human desire to immortalize ourselves 

with written words. Where we wanna-bes 

pay our fees (except for the college students 

here on scholarship) and travel to the pretty 

pretty college towns and rural hamlets and 

summer resorts. Where we sign up to study 

with nationally recognized poets and novelists 

and essayists who offer us gentle praise and 

minimal criticism. And if the old white guys 

who organize these events lament the lack of 

passionate young people participating year 

after year, if they spend their free time chatting 

up the few nubile girls they recruited to 

come — well, they have to suck it up. Because 

to survive, such conferences require dollars, 

and such dollars invariably come from LoaCA, 

the Ladies-of-a-Certain-Age. 

Of course it’s about Privilege, the kind with 

a capital P. And let’s not forget the pink 

elephants in the room, the Ladies-of-a-Certain-

Age. Conference-Buddy-Kora, in a whispered 

conversation about writers’ workshops and 

who attends them. 

I want to know more about the ladies. And 

what certain age is that exactly? I ask Kora as 

we relax in our cushy chairs in the main room.

Between 40s and late 60s. Sometimes 70s.

At least I’m on the lowish end of that spectrum, 

sort of, which makes me unaccountably happy. 

I tell this to Kora who’s younger than me by a 

decade, but she shakes her head. 

No, she says. You don’t fit. Your pain’s the 

wrong sort.

And what’s the right sort, for Ladies-of-a-

Certain-Age? 

The childhood agonies you build shrines to. 

That you write over and over again. You know 

what I mean, writing as therapy, as purging . . . 

Not that anything’s wrong with that, I say 

quickly.

No, of course not, says Kora just as fast, like 

we have to get this out of the way before we 

can continue our hushed conversation. All to 

finally complete the single, un-ironic memoir 

that’s been percolating for decades, says Kora, 

finishing her thought. Or the novel, the slim 

collection of poems. It’s all the same. Anyway, 

you don’t write about gardening or dead pets. 

Or Grandma’s benign racism.

I understand what she means, how could I 

not? The sometimes florid, always reverential 

and earnest prose produced in every writers’ 

workshop I’ve attended since leaving grad 

Spring 2019  •  Issue No. 33  |  125 

Why I Might Not Return to the Writers’ Workshop Next Year



school with my shiny MFA. Then I feel guilty for 

the thought; after all, I’m hardly a wonder-kid 

who published her masterpiece with Knopf at 

twenty-five. About a subject that matters, deeply, 

that changes lives and will last across generations. 

Maybe that author-girl has a right to judge, but 

I probably don’t. I look at Kora messing with her 

fingernails, then down at my own well-gnawed 

cuticles. And in that moment it’s mighty easy to 

classify reality into degrees of failure. 

Hey now, I say when the silence stretches too 

long. I’m pretty sure I’ve mentioned my dead 

grandfather’s rose garden in an essay or two.

Eh, that’s not so terrible, Kora replies, trying 

to be kind. 

She certainly has an interesting wardrobe. 

Yes, she’s quite a character. Judgy-Lady, in 

response to Lisa M’s clothing selections.

But she’s such a free spirit, of course. Sugar-

Lady, in response to the fact that our workshop 

leader sometimes swears. 

This year I, along with a gaggle of LoaCA, one 

retired gentleman, and one obligatory college 

student, are assigned to work with Lisa M in our 

workshop sessions. Lisa is perfect, a delightful 

essayist from that prestigious college out east, 

where during the fall and winter semesters 

she, along with the other well-published and 

reviewed workshop leaders, instructs children 

of privilege. But come summer they all hop 

aboard the conference circuit. Which makes 

sense — Liberal Arts professors, even these 

wonder-kid writers, are woefully underpaid, 

and these summer infusions of cash must be 

handy. I, too, teach creative writing at a local 

college. But it’s small and unimportant. I, too, 

am relatively unimportant. The truth sucks. 

I’m also six-tenths people-pleaser — on the 

outside anyway. So when Lisa M tells us that 

we’ll spend the weekend writing through the 

prism of our obsessions, then sets us to listing 

them in our journals, I go at it like gangbusters. 

And since most of my obsessions are actually 

fears of one sort or another, I settle in to 

write my anxieties from benign down through 

terrible, primordial stew — the muck, the 

sludge — of terror. 

Abbreviated list of my current fears:

1. Finding myself naked on a high school 

stage with all the popular kids in the audience, 

all of them laughing their asses off. Note: it’s 

never happened, but still.

2. That time is nonlinear, thus I might be 

reborn into a new life sometime in the past 

where I will have to endure childbirth without 

an epidural.

3. Anything with an exoskeleton, or more 

than four legs. 

4. That I’ll never be able to afford plastic 

surgery.

5. Daughter-Celia leaving for college

Sugar-Lady: Now don’t you go calling it 

empty nest syndrome. You’ll still be living in 

your nest, after all.

Me: Okay. I won’t. 

6. Really terrible reviews. Alternatively, that 

no one will ever bother reviewing anything I’ve 

written.

7. Celia suffering in any way, whatsoever.

8. Steven dying first.

9. Loss. Just loss. Always. 

126  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Laura Bernstein-Machlay



10. Pain. Is this cliché?

11. Also, live burial. 

Oh, teenagers! By the time your girl’s gone, 

you’ll be thrilled to see the back of her. Tough-

Love-Lady in response to my comment that 

I’m fretting over my daughter’s soon-to-come 

departure for college. 

I shouldn’t have admitted it, of course. 

Shouldn’t have bared my spongy, uncooked 

soul so quickly into the workshop. Save it, I’d 

reminded myself earlier, for a couple days hence, 

when things are prone to get weepy. But as ever, 

my timing’s woefully off kilter. I tell myself next 

time I’ll invent better words, or just shut the hell 

up. And maybe, when we’re reading aloud from 

the free-writes scrawled in our journals — our 

responses to clever prompts assigned by Lisa 

M — I’ll simply keep my gibberish about rat-

babies and daughter-anxiety and dead rock 

stars to myself. I’ll just say, Pass, as the circle 

comes around to me. But probably not. 

Have you noticed how parents are giving 

their children such pretentious names these 

days? Judgy-Lady to the rest of the group, 

immediately after I mention my daughter’s full 

name in conversation. 

Really? asks Daughter-Celia when she hears 

me telling this story to her dad over the phone. 

But did you explain to her what it means? 

Does she understand now why you chose it? 

You can’t school stupid, says Steven. 

No way, says Friend-Vera on the phone. Vera 

usually accompanies me to conferences, but 

circumstances kept her home this year. She 

didn’t! Vera’s silent for a moment, then, And 

what did the others say, when she made that 

comment?

Tough-Love-Lady mentioned three Elijahs 

and two Chloes in her last Composition class. 

Someone else said Kai is the new, hot name 

for both boys and girls. That’s it. It felt like 

one of my high school dreams where I’m 

naked and the cool kids poke at me with 

frozen fish and dissect all my flaws. 

So basically, it was Mean Girls for the 

middle-to-late-aged set?

Yep. Exactly. Mean Girls with wrinkles. And 

lots more bosoms. Oh, and more pain, of 

course.

Oh. Taciturn-Lady, in response to me telling 

her I enjoyed her free-write. 

And then she just turned away? asks Friend-

Vera when I mention this later in our phone 

conversation. It’s usually so friendly there, at 

that particular conference. 

Friend-Kora agrees. It’s after the morning 

workshop, before lunch, and we’re ensconced in 

the big, plushy chairs in the main hall. Nearby, in 

other squishy chairs, on couches by the fireplace, 

other participants are tap-tapping at laptops or 

jotting in journals. Some of them mill through the 

pop-up bookshop in the back room or wait for 

the latest vat of coffee to finish brewing. 

Actually, I find this a pretty safe 

environment, says Kora, her gaze 

encompassing the wide room. Not like 

other conferences I’ve been to where there’s 

hierarchy and backbiting like you wouldn’t 

believe. 
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So why go? 

Eh. To get away. And because why not? 

Because of self-loathing, maybe. She looks 

around, then leans in closer, lowers her 

voice even further, so I have to strain to 

hear, Last night, I made a point of starting 

a conversation with a woman I despise. 

Because I feel guilty for despising her. 

I get that, I say. 

Then the timer sounds, and I jump up like a 

well-trained dog to pour myself more coffee. 

Since arriving a few days earlier, I’ve been 

perpetually sleepy, napping away my evenings 

in my hotel room so as to maintain the usual 

stare-down with my computer screen into the 

night — never mind I always blink first. So I 

can curse my empty sack of words, and yawn 

and yawn until my neck creaks like an old stair. 

And though the caffeine never once kicks in, 

though it never shrinks me smaller (the better 

to hide, or maybe to eavesdrop) or grows me 

taller a-la-Alice, I keep drinking and drinking in 

hope of such brilliant magic to come. 

So sorry. I’m meeting friends. Gotta run now. 

Too-Cool-For-Me-Lady, on why she couldn’t 

join me for the trek down to the dining hall.

I probably shouldn’t have told them how 

I once wrote a poem about walking Jesus 

through my neighborhood. I probably shouldn’t 

have mentioned the leash. Me to Friend-Kora, 

in response to why I didn’t click with the other 

participants from this year’s workshop. 

At least I passed when it came time to read 

my creature free-write. The one about the 

baby riding a rat, I say to Kora.

Eh, Kora shrugs. You can’t please everybody. 

Then she thinks about it some more. Yes. That 

was probably a good idea. 

At least I spared them the baby’s bitterness, 

I tell Friend-Vera on the phone.

There is that, she replies. 

This workshop has been an emotional journey. 

Sugar-Lady, at the conclusion of the conference.

I’m such a crier. Judgy-Lady, as she wails 

into a Kleenex.

I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Pretty-Lady-Who-Sits-

Across-From-Me, as she sobs in response to 

my Chris Cornell free-write. 

As predicted, over the course of four days 

the workshop melts into a weepy sort of 

gathering. And though I depleted my own 

tears on the car ride up, several of my fellow 

workshoppers — the LoaCA, the single elderly 

gentleman with his fine diction, the college 

student — are overcome as the weekend 

goes on. So there’s much tissue-passing and 

cooing to be heard. Much commiserating and 

soothing — because of childhood pain, which 

everyone can relate to. The sort that, in spite 

of our best efforts, keeps burbling like crude 

oil to the earth’s surface, so we’re just ambling 

along minding our business when we slip in the 

stuff — so we land hard and break a hip. 

Because Buddha said life is suffering, 

which sucks, but there you have it. Never 

mind Buddha was a guy, so he was all about 

meditating through it. No messy waterworks 

for him, no unattractive, puffy eyes or red nose. 

I take a moment to reflect on previous 

workshops I’ve attended. On how those led 
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by male writers never once dissolved into sob-

fests, which is both a blessing and a curse, 

like everything in the world. But never mind. 

Because, really, we’re all doing the best we can 

at any given moment: the former high school 

jock with three hairs left on his spotty head, the 

MFA student with her big hopes, the rock star 

who tells himself, Just one more hit, then I’ll 

get clean. The LoaCA who decides this is the 

year to finally finish the poem cycle, the novella, 

to make Grandma live again. And because I’m 

feeling magnanimous in the moment, I decide to 

forgive Judgy-Lady for wearing her aggression 

on the outside, rather than pressing it into a 

little nubbin in her throat like the rest of us do. 

Not that she wants it, my forgiveness that is, not 

that she’d probably care. But still. Then I tell the 

ghost of Chris Cornell — the slice of him that’s 

been haunting me for weeks now — to rest in 

peace. And cliché or no, I totally mean it. 

I certainly learned quite a lot about women 

this weekend, Retired-Gentleman, after 

listening to the workshop gals chatter over 

four days. 

I don’t stay for the participant 

readings — what’s to do with a measly three 

minutes on stage in any case? And I miss 

Steven and Celia and the pukey dog and 

cat, so I aim my car south and drive the five 

hours to my slightly-feral city, to the foxes 

who battle the raccoons for rooting-rights 

through my garbage, to the deer who share 

digs with the wild turkeys on the golf course 

back of my house, the coyotes—those recently 

arrived immigrants to the city—some of them 

squatting in the local graveyard where my vet 

says they’re mating with abandoned mutts and 

breeding us coydogs to dine on our eighty-

thousand squirrels, on this one block. 

I tell you it’s good to be back. Home to Detroit 

where Neighbor-Dominico is edging his lawn 

as I pass, who calls out, Welcome home, Young 

Lady, because he can’t remember my name 

after being my neighbor for fifteen years. 

Come to Jesus moments would be a lot more 

efficient if I could keep Him on a leash. Friend-

Kora via email, discussing our post-workshop 

writing progress. 

And I lug my suitcase inside to discover 

Steven and Celia eating dinner at the cluttered 

table. And I begin to weep because they didn’t 

make me any.

I’m just tired, just tired, I say, so that Celia 

coos and Steven asks if I need coffee, then he 

holds me for a while as my shoulders shake. 

And when I pull myself together, he cooks me 

an omelet, so that’s all right. 

That night I sleep fitfully, the troughs of coffee 

I drank over the weekend catching up to me at 

last. And once I finally slip into a dream, it’s of 

Steven who comes to me and tells me that, all 

things considered, he prefers his first wife to me. 

She has a better turn of phrase, admits 

Dream-Steven. She really knows how to work 

a crowd. She attends all the wine parties after 

every faculty reading. 

But when, in the morning, I confess the dream 

to him, Steven looks up from the teaching plan 

he’s working on and says, Baby, you’ve got 

nothing to worry about. So that’s okay too. �
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Gardens are a form 
of autobiography. 
 ~Sydney Eddison

Carel Schm
idlkofer, Pink Lineup
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