
Kathy’s Garden:
Long Remembered
The newest garden I tend is 18 inches wide by 
perhaps 8 feet long. Its adjacent sister garden is 
an expanse 6 inches by the length of stucco 
building snuggled next to an asphalt parking lot.
Bypassers were not exactly sanguine as I started 
my work a few months ago. “Watering the 
cigarette butts?” queried a scornful fellow 
gardener en route to his post office box. He 
confidently assured me nothing would survive. It 
wasn’t the small size of the patch, but its 
exposure.  For some nine years it had been a 
favorite short cut & momentary resting place for 
the hurried, the drunk, and the local kids.  Dogs 
liked it as well.
Daily I removed the beer bottles, cigarette butts, 
broken glass & dog offerings.  I put in three rock 
paths through the most often trampled segments.  
I planted flowers & herbs transplanted from my 
Piercy gardens.  With my youngest son I tucked in 
seeds—California poppies, calendulas, 
nasturtiums, mixed wildflowers.

In March the first 
blooms appeared—
purple honesty, some 
sweet alyssum, a few 
poet’s narcissi, a little 
drift of violas. Each 
bloom last a day or less 
before being picked.  
Whole plants are pulled 
out, some left to die on 
the sidewalk.
I replanted.  More plants  
were pulled up.  I 
planted two for each 

lost one.
By April people passing by, drunk or sober, 
paused to wonder: “where did all these flowers 
come from?”  A few stopped by & shyly handed 
me packets of seed:  marigolds, pinks, 
hollyhocks.  “Would you plant some of these?”
The sweet peas and morning glory I had thought 
to train up the building’s side were about a foot 
high one late April weekend.  That Monday I 
returned to work to discover some helpful 
maintenance worker had gone along the building 
with a weed whacker.  Dandelions, grass, sweet 
peas, morning glories & rose geraniums lay cut & 

dying.  I cried, & then went out to buy some 
geraniums & petunias, which I interspersed with 
several clumps of oxeye daisies.  My little son & I 
planted cosmos seeds for good measure.
My oldest son, who is approaching 20, shook his 
head as he watched me put in the geraniums.  
“You are setting yourself up for heart break again,” 
he said.
The willingness to risk heartbreak is a necessary 
trait for a gardener.  Invincible stubbornness helps, 
as well as the ability to look at any strip of dirt & 
imagine great  beauty there.  Imagination comes 
first, & then you have to get your hands dirty.
The little garden strip brims with flowers these 
days.  Meanwhile a slightly unsteady gentleman 
stopped to admire the multicolored blooms the 
other day.  He looked puzzled.  “They let you do 
this?”  I told him it never occurred to me to ask 
anyone.  “Right on, sister,” said he, walking away.

Kathy Epling 
believes in changing the world

 a flower at a time. 
(Editor’s note: Kathy was a founding mother of 

Greenfuse, of CHILL and much more, while she 
lived. Her life still stands for what she lived for.)
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I am building a house (Morgana’s House)

I am building a house
of twigs & grass stems & the edge
of a beetle’s wing:
will you enter
 
my doors of oakleaf, my doors of sand
my doors of  the spinning constellations
 
I am building my house of salt
and of the skin torn off my hands
I am building my house of one stone
child gift
 
in it there are whole countries
& the herds of rain walk around it
& the white herds of snow
 
I am building my house of old
love letters, all cancelled electric
payments:  I am building a house
bare centered, bare handed
 
invited
into the heat, the test, the present
moment by moment:  today is what we have
You write me
wiping the eyes of that clear child
Saying:  Look, in the heart of this sword
leafed, ancient tree
 
the light flowers
 
              Kathy Epling

BROKEN DAYLIGHT HOLDS THE 
FULL SPECTRUM
 
The fabric stretched at last
& tore, that patterned silk
When I open my hands
no one is hastening
 
in risk of rain or traffic
to come to me
Instead this expectation
of disappearance only
 
a list of what we see & lose
in the refugee summer
when the street names
are on my tongue like dark
 
honey, wine, & peeled almonds
I remember
your body’s comfort
the bones beneath the skin
 
              Kathy Epling

THE YEAR OF BITTER PLUMS

Smoke on the mountain
you don’t come back to me
these nights of breaking
 
Ours was a china passion
doomed to edges
Willow leaf or crow’s feather
 
We did not imagine this
blue distance
landscape of blackened roses
 
in the year of bitter plums
They fell too early
we pretended they were sweet
 
                 Kathy Epling


