The Beauty Provided by Plants and Flowers
Written by: Karen Archibald-Waugh

The glory of gardening:
hands in the dirt, head in the sun, heart with nature.
To nurture a garden is to feed not just the body but the soul.
David Downey

There are so many health benefits to gardening. Our exposure to vitamin D, both low
impact and high impact exercise, and improved mental health are just a few. I spent more
time that I'd have wished on our porch swing during my own recovery and I found that
being surrounded by flowers and plants that are meaningful to me greatly aided in my
own healing.
As far back as I remember, I have noticed the beauty provided by plants and flowers.
Even more important than the health benefits of gardening are the special memories that
a particular plant will trigger. Whenever I see little purple violets I'm taken back to the
yearly spring bouquet from our Dad to our Mom that would be placed in a tiny glass salt
shaker on the kitchen window sill.

Then came the bouquet of wild roses presented to her on her July 3 birthday.

The beautiful mauve Phlox in our yard came from my grandparent’s farm.

The list goes on and on. If you give me a plant and it lives, I will never forget it!
After our Mom moved to heaven eight years ago, we planted two flower beds in her
memory. I did not inherit the love of plants from her, but many friends knew that a plant
would be a special reminder of her. These are my favourite flower gardens.

But here is my favourite plant story:
About one hundred years ago, a Model A with a couple and their young children stopped
at the end of our farm driveway. My grandparents knew this was Harry Gunn and his
Wyoming bride and several young children. They were returning to his home that was
another two miles down the road. They were anxious that the trip from California was
almost over. My grandparents greeted them at the gate. Grammie Archibald gave little
Margaret a bouquet of Honeysuckle.
About sixty years later, Margaret returned to live in the community and asked my father
about this Honeysuckle, recalling it as a special childhood memory. He had no recall as
he was not even born when the travellers had stopped by. The one he kept directing her
to was a Honeysuckle bush he had brought home after being a student at the AC in 1948.
They both knew this was not the one. Thankfully, my sister, Susan, knew what she was
talking about. They went on a little drive to our other grandparent’s farm in Riverton. They
walked around to the side of the house. Margaret smelled the honeysuckle vine and cried.
Yes, this was it! Gramma Reid said the vine had come from our grandmother Archibald.
Susan took a piece, replanted it at our house in New Town and it has thrived ever since.
I am now rooting some slips from that same old vine.

If you were able to follow this story, you too, will appreciate that the sense of smell is said
to be the strongest of all senses in the recall of a memory. Oh, the stories these flowers
in our gardens could tell.
Trees are pretty special too but that's a story for another time.

Of Gardening and Memory
By: Tom Lagasse (from the internet)

One morning, as though orchestrated by all the scallions underground, green blades, like
fingers giving small peace signs, poked through the soil. It was a miracle – and I was
hooked.
What took root in that garden long ago is now part of the landscape of my memory. What
my aunt taught me is repeated like a ritual. All of the work and waiting until harvest are
the compost and bloom for memory, for story, for faith. The first blades of promise will
reach towards the spring light.

