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A Little Help from Friends

Jamie Taylor stood at the top of the mound of freshly laid rich soil. She was finally planting her own garden. At forty years old, she was a homeowner. After two decades of designing and planting other people’s gardens, now was her turn.

She bent over and grabbed the gnarly trunk of the six foot tall Weigela with her gloved hands, holding the black pot between her rubber boots. She pulled, twisting the shrub. That sucker was stuck. Letting go of the trunk, she picked her pruners up and tried to make a cut down the side of the pot, but the bloody plastic was too thick. She needed something sharper. Or bigger.

She straightened, feeling the ache in her back. Looking around she caught the early scent of Indian Plum. The lovely pendulous white blooms of the native plant smelled like cat pee.

Damn!

She didn’t have time to move this slowly. Only one more day off this week. And too much to do out here.

But the Weigela had been too cool to resist. It sat around the nursery all last winter, long past its freshness date, so John had marked it to half price. He hadn’t wanted to repot it again. She bought it, thrilled to have yet another mature plant for her new garden.

She gazed around at the two acres of near empty garden beds. Taking her gloves off, she stuck them in her jean’s pocket and rubbed her hands over face, wiping some of the sweat and dirt off.

She had two and a half months to plant everything in an attempt to create a garden that looked like it had been around for more than one season. Her closest friend was getting married here. And luminaries of the gardening world, local and worldwide would be attending. It was Jamie’s chance to show off her design abilities.

But it was more than that.

She wanted to prove her worth as a gardener.

Sure, she’d hired out the hardscaping, but the designing, planting, pruning, mulching and watering was all on her. What she hadn’t planned on was that two acres was a full time job for two people. And she already had a full time job.

She’d waited her whole life to be a success. At something.

Spent years in college. Couldn’t make a living teaching English, at least not around here. So she went back to school to study Horticulture. Worked for decades in nurseries and on the side, designing other people’s gardens, but couldn’t quite make the money she knew was possible.

She needed more clients so she could give up her job at the nursery. It was as simple as that.

Then Mom had died last year. Within two weeks Dad followed her. Mom from cancer, Dad, a broken heart. There was still a huge emptiness inside her. A blackness which ached and wouldn’t let go.

They’d left all their money to her.

She’d wanted to do something positive with it.

To create something.

So she had bought her heart’s desire, hoping for healing.

A new house. Her first home and most likely her only one. It had no garden. Yet.

When she bought it, it was two acres of crappy grass surrounded by twenty-two acres of native trees and shrubs. With a lovely house in the center.

It was awesome. A blank slate.

She’d imagined the still barren landscape surrounding the house filled with dwarf evergreens, flowering shrubs, a few short trees and thousands of varieties of perennials, bulbs and ferns. What a glorious garden it would be.

She spent the fall and winter designing paths and patios. And walls and mounds to plant on. Creating garden beds.

Last fall she had covered all the future garden beds with newspaper or cardboard to kill the grass. Then covered that with sweet smelling compost and not so sweet smelling horse manure. Six to eight inches of it. Two truck loads a week. That was a helluva lot of shoveling. Then she left it all winter for the earthworms to do their thing.

A friend had helped her drag a couple of really big rocks into place with her pickup. During all of this she’d had the brick and stone pathways made, trellises built and the raised vegetable beds constructed. But the design was all hers.

It would either be glorious or awful. She went back and forth daily as to which one.

Now, it was time to start planting. For the past two weeks she’d been filling her pickup truck every single night with plants.
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