The Perfect Relationship


It is September.  It is hot and getting very dry.  It is the time of year when we all wish we had paid more attention to those drought-tolerant plants.  The interesting thing about gardening is that it does not lend itself very well to our usual patterns in relationships.  Or perhaps it simply offers an opportunity to do a relationship differently.  Now is the time of year when all of the visual gardening pleasures of May, June and July have convinced us that we are all incredible gardeners.  The bulbs were perfect. The geraniums were beautiful.  The colors of the annuals have put on such a show.  Perhaps we finally have gotten it figured out.


Then it is August.  Now we recall all of the magazines and books that we pored over advising us how to keep that color in the garden all through the season.  It would have been great to plant more dahlias, roses, coreopsis, and snapdragrons.  Then the old familiar recriminations begin.  No matter how much we try, perfection in the garden eludes us.  Now is the time when we wake in the middle of the night and recall that article about mulching.  If only we had mulched enough to help with summer heat.  Or perhaps we did mulch, but then we hear the segment on the gardening show about the perfect environment for slugs to lay their eggs.  Those sneaky critters are out there laying eggs in the straw I used for mulch.  They are doing it right now in August and September.  So, maybe I shouldn’t have mulched.  In our day-to-day relationships with humans, this would be the point at which guilt would come in, negative messages about our competence for living in relation to others, our general intelligence quotient.


Some gardeners will be identifying with this syndrome as they read.  Those who are not identifying with the syndrome should be doing seminars to teach those of us who do, how not to!!  But hope springs eternal.  This is the part where we get to do our relationship differently. 


 Gardening is the perfect relationship.  It teaches many things about forgiveness.  On those occasions when the weed whacker gets too close to the prized clematis (note it is the weed whacker’s fault) and it is laid to the ground, take a deep breath and repeat the mantra that is the spiritual practice of every gardener: there will always be next year.  The garden understands fully the principle of reciprocity.  I give it compost; it gives me flowers.  Even if I don’t give it compost, the garden holds no grudges.  Perhaps I planted that shade plant in the sun.  Best dig it up.  Plants feel no pain (even though some gardeners swear this is not so).  No need to feel bad.  Guilt is truly useless in the garden and can be abandoned with glee.  As long as there is next year for us, there is another chance at the garden.  So, next year I will plant more yellows for August, or roses, or dahlias or maybe I won’t.  Either way the garden remains.

