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 My Grandmother always had a flower garden – always, for as long as I can remember.  

As young as three or four I remember walking in it.  She always planted from seed packages, and 

she had the habit of always putting the same kind of seeds next to each other in their own place 

together.  So the same flowers grew up in bunches.  Here and there sometimes one little seed got 

blown off to the side on its own, and she would let it stay and grow.  But you could see that the 

ones all bunched closer to each other were more beautiful.  I don’t know why, but they were.  

Maybe because you didn’t notice the flaws as much – a broken limb or dead leaf.  And, all their 

color – so much of it all together, just made my heart leap, and I’d gaze at them, again and 

again. 

 The country was such a wonderful place for her garden – so big, and open, and sunny.  

The flowers seemed to dance in the wind and sun.  And there were always butterflies of every 

color, shape, and size, and brilliant red lady bugs glistening on the leaves.  But, when my 

grandparents grew older they had to leave the farm and move to the city.  I was so happy when 

we came to visit in the first spring.  As a little child, I didn’t realize that she could have her 

beautiful garden in the city.  But there it was!  Row after row of every kind of flower you could 

ever wish to see.  I’ve always liked how different they are.  Some are short and some are tall.  

Some with huge flowers while others are so tiny small.  There were Hollyhocks that grew way 

over twice my height, but their blossoms would hang down, so I could look up and see into 

them.  While the Cockscombs, growing only as tall as my knees, had all their curly, fuzzy, tight 

rows of flowers up on their tops, like a hair comb standing up on its edge.  If they had grown way 

taller up above me, I wouldn’t have been able to see those amazing flowers at all.  It seems like 

many things in the world are this way, growing different in size and height and color, but they’re 

all beautiful just the way they are.  If you really look at them, you can see their beauty. 

 I remember also the sun and the wind in my grandmother’s garden.  It would be so hot 

sometimes it caused my skin to sting.  But the flowers would turn the faces up and over to 

wherever the sun was.  They were soaking up its strength it seemed, because they looked like 

they stood taller when the sun was on them.  And in the wind, especially when it blew hard, I 

was awed at the flowers.  They would twist and turn and bend, but I never saw them 

break…Maybe once, one that was standing alone, but not the ones in their bunches. 

 My grandmother’s garden taught me many things.  I know this for sure:  your life can be 

beautiful, no matter what -  no matter how big or small you appear – no matter where you live – 

no matter if the sun’s shining or the wind’s blowing.  There will always be butterflies and 

ladybugs.  Everyone should have a garden, even if it’s just one small pot.  But always plant more 

than one flower in it.  Let them grow together, as a bunch, and be beautiful. 


