
About 25 years ago, Allen & I moved up to our place at Miller Lake permanently. Freshly into 

retirement and energized for this new phase of our lives, we dove into a variety of projects. 

Both the inside and outside of our home needed finishing and beautifying. 

Once Spring came, and tired of working indoors, we moved our energy outside to begin 

creating a garden. You see, I had this idea in my head of what a cottage garden should look like, 

of what it should be. ( I hadn't yet learned to take my cues from the environment and proceed 

from there.) 

So, we set to work. And work we did. Diligently. Fellow gardeners would be aware of the 

challenges. Preparing the area that was to become garden entailed blood, sweat and tears. 

There were obstacles, like tree stumps and large rocks, even a boulder or two, that needed to 

be moved. So when we put shovels to the ground, I thought the end was in sight. Soon we 

could be planting rows of columbines, holly hocks, foxgloves, delphiniums, and daisies. (Ha! 

Mother Nature had just begun her lessons.) 

The first few inches of what our shovel went into might loosely be described as soil. I'm talking 

about maybe 2-3 inches, or 4-6 cm. Then came the real work. Because our property is heavily 

treed, it being a mix of white birch, maple and cedar, what soil there is, is full of roots. Even the 

area that looked on the surface to have been readied was a mass of roots. Intertwined with 

those roots were more rocks. I'm not talking about stones. I mean large rocks, weighing 

anywhere from 5-30lbs.  Persevering, we eventually came to the point when we could plant.  

The hard work paid off. The garden went in. 

I remember that first summer with a smile. For the first few years the plants in the gardens 

(yes, now expanded) did what plants do, they took to their new environment and did their best 

to thrive and grow. Some have not only survived but thrived, while others, requiring what can 

not be provided, are no more. And so the gardens still thrive, still grow, but grow differently 

than I had imagined. In place of delphiniums, holly hocks, & foxgloves, there are many varieties 

of hostas, day lilies, bleeding hearts, hydrangea & the springtime flowers of daffodils and 

hyacinths. The gardens have changed as the circumstances and the conditions have changed. I 

have changed as well. It is a relief having let go of the struggle to impose my will on this part of 

God's creation. I relish discovering what works and what does not. Our gardens are now a place 

where I discover the wonders of God's creation at work. Life abounds as is fitting for this time 

and this place.  
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