
In the garden with Shobha Vanchiswar 

 
March 18, 2011 

Spring forward 

After what has been perhaps one of the most severe winters in memory, things are finally looking up. 
Quite literally, the arrow tips of bulbs have broken through the ground and are reaching for the sun. 

They emerge so sure of themselves that one can only marvel at what wonders of nature they are. They 
lie dormant buried in the earth, seemingly oblivious to what goes on above. Then, right on cue, the bulbs 
awaken and begin the process of uplifting our winter weary spirits.  

As I delight in the first snowdrops, I’m struck by how each year it feels like it’s the very first time I’m 
seeing them. The thrill never fades.  

In all corners of the garden, evidence of rebirth 

In all corners of the garden there is evidence of rebirth. I’m relieved to see that the hellebores made it. I 
had been concerned because I’d always been told by those more experienced than me not to cut back the 
old leaves till late winter or early spring after new growth was established. But during last fall’s clean up 
frenzy, the hellebore leaves were mistakenly removed. I’m not saying the advice was wrong because it is 
based upon the theory that the old leaves protect the new growth as well as continue making food for the 
plant. So if we’d had no snow to provide cover, it might have been a problem for these denuded 
hellebores. They got lucky and I’m very thankful. 

The buds are fat on the forsythia and it’s only a matter of days before they brighten our countryside. 
Soon even the casual observer of nature’s cycles won’t know where to look so surrounded will we be by 
flowers of every sort in bloom. This just-before-the-big-show moment is my very favorite time. The 
heightened anticipation is almost too much to bear. I get shivers of pleasure as I walk around the garden. 
If there were a way to prolong this stage, I’d purchase it with all my worldly possessions.  
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Snowmelt and the recent heavy rains have left the ground very wet. So I walk restricted paths in my 
garden. I don’t want to risk slipping, but I worry more for the young grass trying to establish itself.  

Reality intrudes in the form of winter damage 

Reluctantly, I lift the veil of spring fantasy and begin surveying for winter damage. Some damage is 
obvious. Broken branches, shifted flagstones, damaged fencing as well as brick edging askew and water 
erosion. It’s what I cannot see as yet that is of real concern. Between last summer’s harsh heat and lack 
of rain and the winter’s brutal temperatures and precipitation, I’m just not sure which plants are going to 
make it. I cannot prevent anything at this point, but it would be nice to know what to expect. Then I 
could prepare and plan. But that I suppose would be too easy. These are some of the life lessons the 
garden teaches. To be patient and take things as they come.  

So for now, I shall just tend to the obvious and spend these early days marveling at every sweet gift that 
pops up underfoot, a harbinger of delights to come. 
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