
In the garden with Shobha Vanchiswar 

 
February 10, 2012 

I’ve decided to stop fretting. All the way up to now, I’ve been carrying around a sense of foreboding. 
How my plants—the bulbs in particular—will be affected has been my dilemma. 

In truth, I’ve allowed myself to be plagued by worry. So whilst others around me were waxing eloquent 
about the balmy weather in the middle of what ought to be freezing days, I went about my business glum 
and concerned.  

Lack of snow implied there was nothing coddling the plants. Higher than normal temperatures meant 
their vital winter slumber was disturbed. The cheery yellow of forsythia flowers usually recognized as a 
sign that spring had arrived were now spied in January. Only now they seemed as though they were 
danger flags flapping about in warning. The green of daffodil leaves spearing through the earth are one 
of my favorite sights but not I discovered if its happening by end of December.  Then there’s my garden 
Open Day in May and at this rate I’m not sure what will be in bloom and how it might look. Things are 
just too topsy-turvy for my liking. So unsettling. 

But yesterday, as I went for a walk, I found myself enjoying the ease with which I was able to walk a 
distance simply because the weather was so comfortable. When typically the bitingly cold wind and icy 
roads would have me hurrying to get back home, here I was not in any rush to end the walk. It felt great. 

So I got to thinking that instead of taking things as they were, I had been so focused on wanting things 
as they ought to be. I had no control over the weather and yet, I was behaving as though I did. I was 
simply not in the moment and I didn’t like how it made me feel. There and then, with a big exhalation, I 
let go of my worries over the garden. Accepting that there’s nothing I can do about this crazy winter has 
freed me to enjoy the mild temperatures. What will be will be.  

I’m now joyously embracing the gentle winter. Not having to shovel snow as often as we did last year is 
a relief. To be dressed in lighter jackets and shoes is positively delightful. And I certainly don’t miss 
dodging the dagger like icicles that threaten to impale all who pass under the edge of the roof. This past 
Sunday, I delighted in being able to work outdoors as I potted up the bulbs I’d been cooling.  

Well, what about the garden and the precious plants? I simply don’t know but I cannot worry. Its not 
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that I’ve stopped caring; I’ve just given myself permission to stop feeling I’m responsible for the 
consequences. Instead, I’m seeing this as an adventure and I just know there’ll be lessons to be learned 
come spring. Will I feel awful if my bulbs fail to put up the expected show? Absolutely. However, I’m 
certain if that should happen, there’ll be other delights to compensate. Life is like that after all, setbacks 
and surprises are all part of it. Thus the garden continues to inform and instruct me on how to cope to the 
best of my ability. Nothing less, nothing more. 

“Live in each season as it passes; breathe the air, drink the drink, taste the fruit, and resign yourself to 
the influences of each.” 
— Henry David Thoreau 

 
Wise words, Shobha!    By Pam on 02/13/2012 at 7:05 am  
 
Shobha I’m torn. Your advice to relinquish a false sense of control about the weather is good. 
 But I don’t want to join the ranks of climate change deniers. What to do?    
 
By julie gaughran on 02/13/2012 at 10:22 am  Julie,    
 
I like your question! Its exactly what I hope to address this coming Friday. 
Hope it’ll appease your conscience.    
 
Shobha    By Shobha on 02/13/2012 at 11:48 am     
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