
Strong moonlight & the 
gentle footsteps of 
roaming, hungry skunks 
have kept me awake the 
past few nights.  My mate 
smugly assures me that 
insomnia is the result of 
my past sins resting on 

my soul.  I tell him it is more likely the weight of 
passed up sins.  Whatever insomnia’s cause, I 
keep a diversion at hand: this time of year garden 
catalogs pile up.  I keep them next to my bed.  In 
late August, it is nice to dream of spring.
   Actually, August & September are wonderful 
months for garden planning, particularly for 
deciding where you are going to plant spring 
blooming bulbs & how many you will need.
   After you decide how many you need you can 
then decide how many you can afford, or whether, 
perhaps, taking up a more lucrative career (bank 
robbery?) might be indicated. A first glance 
through my stack of glossy seductive catalogues 
led me, for instance, to calculate that I quite 
reasonably need somewhere close to 5 or 6 
hundred bulbs.
   That’s just for my upper garden. Late at night, 
surrounded by those foraging skunks (Western 

spotted civits, actually), I am apt to have times of 
imagining myself possessed of a very large 
disposable income, a staff of gardeners, and huge 
estates.
   My daylight & the grim glare of my bank notices 
(“Another bounced check?  I don’t understand 
how you do it!” my partner exclaims.  I tell him I 
have many talents.)  I cut my list of necessities to 
a few dozen.  I am still open to lucrative offers, 
however.
   You needn’t have my stacks of catalogs to start 
thinking of spring.  By September’s end there 
should be bins of bulbs in all our local nurseries, 
where you can select wisely & dispassionately & in 
full rational daylight. Whatever your garden size or 
the state of your finances you do need at least a 
token planting of bulbs.  It does the soul good.  It 
says to the world at large & to even the most 
troubled heart that spring will come once more.
   What do I personally determine necessities for 
my bulb list this year?  Marvelous fat peony tulips 
in white, burgundy, pale pink & stripes of red and 
white.  One of my practical friends says they look 
like artichokes. They do, in a way, but like very 
sumptuous, fragrant ones.  They grow rather low 
for tulips & make wonderful massed formal 
plantings.  I planted them here & there popping up 

amongst the herbs & they made me smile.  There 
is something just faintly preposterous about 
double peony tulips in bloom, beautiful though 
they are.  Maybe it is the feeling that you are 
looking at pink artichokes.
   I want more frittilaries – the tiny checkered 
guinea hen flowers in white and dull purple and 
the great orange & yellow Crown Imperials, said to 
keep moles & gophers away (they don’t).  Frittilaria 
pallidflora is an ethereal pale yellow flower from 
Siberia, new to me.  Spotting it in a catalogue my 
youngest son keeps turning back to it, eagerly 
pointing at it – “this one!”.  Yes, I do want it too.
   And though I probably planted over a hundred 
Siberian squills last year & they will increase & 
come back year after year in sheets of beautiful 
electric blue all along my paths, I can think of 
more corners where I want that blue to shine.  
These are fairly expensive little bulbs & very easy 
to grow.  I am surprised not to find them in many 
gardens.
   The squills bloom at the same time as my 
favorite daffodil, tete a tete, with its small bright 
yellow flowers.  I have more places for these 
pretty narcissi, and if I can manage it I’d love a 
series of little patches of the smallest daffodils.  If 
all you have grown or seen are the huge trumpet 

daffodils, try a handful of one of the 
miniature species.  Some, like Minnow 
(a pretty cream color) or Jet Fire 
(orange & yellow), grow only 6 inches 
tall.  There is an excellent series named 
for birds (Quail and Pipit are amongst 
them) that was developed some years 
ago up in Oregon – any in this group 
are very special finds.  Rip Van Winkle 
is an old miniature double daffodil.  It 
looks like clumps of tousled, sunny 
dandelions.  All the miniatures do well 
in pots, or planted where bigger plants 
won’t overwhelm them.
   My bulb list could (& will) go on and 
on.  As for yours – whatever you plant, 
even if you stick to my bulb list could (& 
will) go on and on.  As for yours – 
whatever you plant, even if you stick to 
red tulips and yellow King Alfred 
daffodils, pick up at least a small 
handful of something you’ve never 
grown.  What about green and silver 
Ornithogalum nutans, or some strange 
tropical colored species tulip, or that 
odd looking corm in the corner box 
marked with an unprounceable name.
   Gardens do need planning, but it is, 
after all, that spark of crazy 
spontaneous surprise that brings us the 
most joy.

Kathy Epling
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In Kathy’s Garden:  

TIME TO START THINKING ABOUT SPRING

GABRIEL

With	both	hands	my	son
grabs	the	lilac
nodding	to	the	yellow	leaves

as	to	old	friends,	twig	brothers
yells	his	impa8ent	bliss
to	dog,	plum,	mother

as	under	pleated	hazels
we	walk	this	lucid	fall
hun8ng	angels	or	mushrooms

at	home	with	our	dead
Tongue	out	my	son
drinks	in	this	world

of	milk	&	wind,	the	willowed	air
in	which	the	leaves
clear	as	goldfish	swim

&	my	arms	full
my	hair	against	his	chin
I	balance	in	the	dance	of	him
			

NOT	FROM	ARCTURUS

Crossing	the	high	meadow
you	found	lilies,	the	ones
I		most	like,	a	whole	galaxy
of	hot	orange	suns,	fiesta
of	passion
where	for	life8mes	nothing	else
is	so	complex,	so	open,	so	untroubled.

Life	isn’t	like	this.		What	can	we	share	of	the	grace
of	lanterns
flowers	complete	&	single
as	falling	stars,	a	flash
of	dust	for	wishing
sudden,	beau8ful,	unlooked	for,

true.		Selfconscious	love	is
of	all	things	the	most	trite.		I	tell	you
my	life,	we	won’t	break	our	hearts
on	this.		Time	goes.		The	rain
falls	again	on	my	cabin.		Far	away
on	Arcturus,	perhaps,	it	doesn’t	maIer
in	whose	arms	we	wake.

~Kathy	Epling


